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BOOKSELLER. 
7 TO THE a 
R E A D E R. 


HE Four former Parts of Mitcellany 
Poems were Publifo'd by the late Mr. 

John Dryden, and met with a very kind Re- 
ception. The Fifth Part, Publifed fince Mr. 
Dryden’s Death. having fold in proportion to 
the former Volumes, encourag'd the proceeding up- 
an this Sixth Part, which I hope will be entertain- 
ing to the Reader. I have been forced to omit 
feveral of the Copies fent, upon the publick No- 
tice given, otherways this Volume would have 
fwell’d beyond the Size of any of the former 
ones. I foall referve thofe for another Volume, 
which Ihope to Publifo at the beginning of the 
next Year. When I have made fome Progrefs 
in Printing the next Volume, publick Notice foall 
Aa | be 


Tothe Reader; — - 


be given that 'tis in the Prefs, and at what 
Time it will be Publifo'd, and 1 hope that fuch 
Gentlemen as have been fo kind to contribute to 
this or the former Milcellanies, will be pleafed 
to communicate any Copies they ave willing to 
have Publi si in nc a manner. 


Your very Humble Servant, 
- Facob Tonfon. 
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the Mules, how Paftoral Poetry comes to be ne- 

ver fe mtuch as thought upon ; confidering ejpe- 
cially, that it has always been accounted the moft 
confiderable of the fmaller Poems. Virgil and 
Spencer made ufe of it as a Prelude to Heroick 
Poetry. But I fear the Innocency of the Subject 
makes it fo little inviting at prefent. 


] T is flranyze to think, in an Age fo additted to 


There is no Sort of Poetry, tf well wrought, but 
gives Delight: And the Paftoral perhaps may boaft 
of this in a peculiar manner. For, as in Paint- 
ing, fo I believe, in Poetry, the Country affords 
the moft entertaining Scenes, and moft delightful 
Profpecis. 


Gaffendus, I remember, tells us, That Peireskius 
was 4 great Lover of Mufick, efpecially that of 
Birds; becaufe their artlefs Strains fcem to have 
lefs of Paffion and Violence, but more of a natural 


_ Eafine{s, and therefore do the rather befriend Con- 


templation. Itis after the fame manner that Pa- 
ftoral gives a {weet and gentle Compofure to the 
B a | Mind > 


PREFACE. 


Mind; whereas the Epick and Tragick Poem put 
the Spirits in too great a Ferment by the Vehe- 
mence of their Motions. | 


To fee a ftately, well-built Palace firikes us, in- 
deed, with Admiration, and fwells the Soul, as it — 
were, with Notions of Grandeur. But when I 
view a Kittle Country Dwelling, advantageoufly 
Situated amidft a beautiful Variety of Fields, Woods 
and Rivers; I feel an unfpeakable kind of Satif-. | 
faction, and cannot forbear wifbing, that my good 
Fortune would place me in fo fweet a Retirement. 


Theocritus, Virgil, and Spencer are the only 
Writers, that feem to have hit upon the true Na- 
ture of Paftoral Poems. So that it will be Honour 
» Sufficient for me, if I have not altogether fail’d in 

my Attempt. — : 


THE) 


‘THE FIRST 
PASTORAL. 


LOBBIN 


L we, O Dor fet; quit the City ‘Throng 

To meditate in Shades the Rural Song | 

By your Commands; be prefent:. And, O, bring 
The Mufe along! The Mufe to you. thall fing. 


Begin. — A Shepherd Boy, one Ev’ning fair, 
As Weftern Winds had cool’d the fultry Air, 


B 3 | When 
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When as his Sheep within their Fold were pent, 
Thus plain’d him of his dreary Difcontent ; 

So pitiful, that all the ftarry Throng 

Attentive feem'd to hear his mournful Song. 


Ah well a Day! How long muftl endure 
This pining Pain? Or who fhall work my Cure? 
Fond Love no Cure will have; feeks no Repofe; 
Delights in Grief; nor any Meafure knows. 

And now the Moon begins in Clouds to rifes 

The twinkling Stars are lighted in the Skies; 

The Winds are hufh’d; the Dews diftil; and Sleep 
With foft Embrace has feiz’d my weary Sheep. 

I only, with the prouling Wolf, conftrain’d 

All Night to wake. With Hunger is he pain’d, 
And I with Love. His Hunger he may tame: 


But who in Love can ftop the growing Flame? 


- Whilome 


Ee 
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Whilome did I, all as this Pop'lar fair, 
Up-raife my heedlefs Head, devoid of Care, 


‘Mong ruftick Routs the chief for wanton Games . 


Nor could they merry make till Lobéis came. 

Who better feen, than I, in Shepherds Arts, 

To pleafe the Lads and win the Laffes Hearts? 
How defily ta mine oaten Reed, fo {weet, 

Wont theys upan the Gresn, to thift their Feet? 
And when the Dance was done, how would they yearn 
Some well deyifed Tale from me to learn? 

For, many Songs and Tales of Mirth had I, 

Ta chafe the lingring Sun adown the Sky. 

But, ah! finee Geer coy has wrought her Spite 
Within my Heart; unmindful of Delight, 

The jolly Gropms | fly; and all alone 

To Racks and Woods pour forth my fruitlefs Moan. 
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Oh sats thy wonted Scorn, reléntlefs Fair! .. 
Every lingring long, I perifh thro’ Defpair. :. 
Had. Rofalind been Miftrefs of my Mind, 

Tho’ not fo fair; .fhe would:have been more kind. 
O think, unwitting Maid, while yet is Time, . 
How flying Years impair our youthful Prime!. 
Thy Virgin Bloom will not for ever flay; 
And Flow’rs, tho’ left ungather'd, will decay. 
‘The Flow’rs anew returning Seafons bring ; 


But Beauty faded has no fecond Spring. | 


My Words are Wind! She, deaf to all my Cries, 

_ Takes Pleafure in the Mifchief of her Eyes... 

Like frisking Heifers, loofe in flow'ry Meads, 

She gads where-c'er her roving Fancy leads; = - 

Yet ftill from me. Ah me,. the tirefome Chafe! 

While, wing’d with Scorn, fhe flies my fond Embrace. 
| : She 
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She flies indeed: But ever leaves behind, 
Fly where fhe will, her Likenefs in my Mind. 
Ak turn thee then! unthinking Damfel! Why, 
Thus from the Youth, who loves thee,fhould’ft thou f; > 
No cruel Purpofe in my Speed I bear: 
Tis all but. Love; and Love why fhould’ft thou fear? 
What idle Fears a Maiden Breaft alarm ! 
Stay, fimple Girl! a Lover cannot harm, 
Two Kidlins, fportive as thy felf, I rear ; 
Like tender Buds their fhooting Horns appear. 
A Lambkin too, pure white, I breed, as tame, 
As my fond Heart could with my fcornful Dame. 
A Garland, deck’d with all the Pride of May, 
Sweet as thy Breath, and as thy. Beauty gay, 
rll weave. But. why thefe unavailing Pains? 
The Gifts alike and Giver the difdains, 


Oh 
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Oh would my Gifts but win her wanton Heart! 
Oh could I half the Warmth I feel impart! | 
How would I wander ev’ry Day to find 
The ruddy Wildings! Were but Lacy kind, 
For gloffy Plumbs I'd climb the knotty Tree, 
And of frefh Hony rob the thrifty Bee, 
Or, if thou deign to live a Shepherdefe, 
Thou Lobbin’s Flock, and Lobd:n, fhalt poffefs. 
Fair is my Flock, ner yet uncomely J, 
If liquid Fountains flatter not: And why 
Should liquid Fountains flatter us? yet fhow . 
The bord’ring Flow’rs lefs beauteousthan they grow. 


O come,my Love! Northink th’ Employment mean, ; 
The Dams to milk, and little Lambkins wean; : 
To drive a-Field by Morn the fat’ning Ewes, 
Er the warm Sun drinks up the cooly Dews. 


How 


ee 
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How would the Crook befeem thy beauteous Hand! 

How would my Younglins round thee gazing ftand! 

Ah witlefS Younglins| gaze not on her Eye: 

Such heedlefs Glances are the Canfe I die. 

Nor trow I when this bitter Blaft will ends, 

Or if kind Love will ever me befriend. 

Sleep, fleep, my Flock: For, happy you may take 

Your Reft, the’ nightly thus your Mafter wake 
Now, to the waining Moon, the Nightingale 

In doleful Ditties teld her pitesus Tale. 

The Love-fick Shepherd lift'ning found Relief, 

Pleas'd with fo {weet a Partner in his Grief: 


‘Till by degrees her Notes and filent Night 


To Slumbers foft his heavy Heart invite. 


THE 


8 Th SIXTH PART of | 
‘ere. 

SECOND PASTORAL, 

TuHENot. CoLinet. | 


THENOT. a 
HY cloudy Looks why melting thusin Tears, _ 
T Unfeemly, now that Heav’n fo blithe appears > 
Why in this mournful Manner art thou found, 
Unthankful Lad, when all things {mile around? 
Hear how the Lark and Linnet jointly fing! — 
Their Notes foft-warb'ling to the gladfome Spring. 
COLINET. | 
Tho’ foft their Notes, not fo my wayward Fate: 
Nor Lark would fing, nor Linnet in my State. 
Each Creature to his proper Task is born ; 
As they to Mirth and Mufick, I to mourn, 
Waking, | 


MISCELLANT POEMS. 9 
Wakirig, at Midnight, I my Woes renew, 
And with my Tears increafe the falling Dew. 
THENOT. 
Small Caufe, Iween, has lufty Youth to plain; 
Or who may then the Weight of Age fuftain, 
When, as our waining Strength does daily ceafe, 
The tirefome Burden doubles its Increafe? 
Yet tho’ with Years my Body downwards tend, _ 
As Trees beneath their Fruit in Autumn, bend; 
My Mind a chearful Temper ftill retains, 
Spite of my fnowy Head and icy Veins: 
For, why fhould Man at erofs Mithaps repine, 
Sour all his Sweet, and mix with Tears his Wine? | 
But fpeak: For much it may relieve thy Woe 
To let a Friend thy inward Ailment know. 
COLIN ET. 
"Twill idly wate thee, Thenot, a whole Days 
Shou’dft thou give Ear to all my Grief can fay. 
Thy 


N 
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Thy Ewes will wander, and thy heedlefs Lambs 
With loud Complaints require their abfent Dams. 
THENOT. — 
There’s Lightfoot, he thall tend themclofe,and I, . 
*Twixt whiles, a-crofs the Plain will glance mine Eye- 
bo COLIN ET. 
Where to begin I know not; where to end: 
Scarce does one {miling Hour my Youth attend. 
Tho’ few my Days, as my own Follies fhows 
Yet all thofe Days are clouded o’er with Woe: 
No Gleam of happy Sun-fhine does appear 
My low’ring Sky, and wintry Days, to chear. 
My piteous Plight, in yonder naked Tree, 
That bears the Thunder Scar, too well I fee: 
Quite deftitute it ftands of fhelter kind, | 
The Mark of Storms and Sport of ev’ry Wind: 
Its riven Trunk feels not th’ Approach of Spring, 
Nor any Birds among the Branches fing. 
| No 
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No more beneath thy Shade thall Shepherds throng 

With metry Tale, or Pipe, or pleafing Song. 

Unhappy Tree ! And morte unhappy I! 

From thee, from me, altke the Shepherds fly. 
THENOT. 

Sure thou in fome ill-chofen Hour waft born, 
When blightang Mil-dews fpoil the rifing Corn; 
Orwhen the Moon, by Witchcraft charm’d, forefhows 
Thro’ fad Eclipfe a various Train of Woes. 
Untimely born, ill Luck betides thee ftill. 

COLINET. 

And can there, Thenot, bea greater Ill? 

| THENOT. 

Nor Wolf, nor Fox, nor Rot amongft ourSheeps 
From thefe the Shepherd's Care his Flock may keep: 
Againft ill Luck all cunning Forefight fails; 


Whether we fleep or wake, it naught avails. 


COLI 
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COLINET. |. 

Ah me the while! Ah me the lucklefs Day ! 
Ah lucklefs Lad! the rather might I fay. ; 
Unhappy Hour! when firft, in youthful Bud, 
I left the fair Sabrina’s Silver Flood: 
Ah filly I! more filly than my Sheep, — 
Which on thy flow’ry Banks I once did keep. — 
Sweet are thy Banks! Oh when fhall I once more 
With longing Eyes review thy flow’ry Shore? 
When, in the Cryftal of thy Waters, fee 
My Face, grown wan thro’ Care and Mifery? 
When fhall I fee my Hut, the fmall Abode 
My felf had rais’d and cover’d o’er with Sod? 
Tho’ fmall it be, a meanand-humble Cell,, °° 
Yet is there room for Peace and-metodwell. ~ 

‘THENOT..- 

And what the Caufe that drew thee firft away? 

From thy lov'd Home what tempted thee to ftray > 
| | COLI- 
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COLIN ET. 
A lewd Defire ftrange Lands and Swains to know: 
Ah God! that ever I fhould covet Woe! 
With wand’ring Feet unblefs’'d, and fond of Fame, 
I fought I know not what, befidesa Name. 
THENOT. 
Or, footh to fays didft thou not hither roam 
In hopes of Wealth, thou cou’dit not find at home ? 
A rolling Stone is ever bare of Mofs, 
And, to their Coft, green Years old Proverbs crofs. 
COLINET. 
Small Need there was, in Hatt’ring Hopes of Gain, 
To drive miy pining Flock athwart the Plain - 
To diftant Cams: Fine Gam at lengthy Ttrow; 
To hoard up to my felf fuch deat of Woe! 
My Sheep quite {pent thto’ Travel atid ill Fare, 
And, like their Keeper, ragged grow and bare: 
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Here, on cold Earth to make my nightly Bed, 
And on a bending Willow reft my Head. 
“Tis hard to bear the pinching Cold with Pain, 
And hard 1s Want to the unpra¢tis'd Swain : 
But-neither Want, nor pinching Cold is hard, 
To blafting Storms of Calumny compar’d: 
Unkind as Hail it falls, whofe pelting Show’rs 
Deftroy the tender Herb and budding Flow’rs. 
THENOT. 
Slander, we Shepherds count the greateft Wrong; 
For, what wounds forer than an evil Tongue? 
COLINET. 
Untoward Lads, who Pleafance take in Spite, 
Make Mock of all the Ditties I endite. 
In vain, O Colinet, thy Pipe, fo thrill, 
Charms ev’ry Vale, and gladdens ev'ry Hill: 
In vain thou feek'ft the Cov’rings of the Grove, | 
_ Inthe cool Shade to fing the Heats of Love: 
_ No Paffion but rank Envy; canft, thou move. 
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Sing what thou wilt, ill Nature will prevail; 
And ev'ry Elf has Skill enough to rail. 


But yet, tho’ poor and artlefs is my Vein, 

Menalcas {eems to like my fimple Strain; _ 

And ong as he is pleas’d to hear my Song, 

That to Menalcas does of right belong, 

Nor Night, nor Days fhall my rude Mufick ceafe ; 

lask no more, fo I Menalcas pleafe. 
THENOT. 

Menalcas, Lord of all the neighb’ring Plains, ° 
Preferves the Sheep, and o’er the Shepherds reigns.’ 
For him our yearly Wakes and Feafts we hold, 

And chufe the fatteft Firftling from the Fold, 
He, good to all, that good deferve, fhall give 
Thy Flock to feed, and thee at Eafe to live; 


C2 Shall 
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Shall curb the Malice of unbridled Tongues, 
And with due Praife reward thy rural Songs. 
COLINE T. 

Firft then fhall lightfome Birds forget to fly, 
The briny Ocean turn to Paftures dry, 

And ev'ry rapid River ceafe to flows 
E’er I unmindful of Menalcas grow. 
THEN OT. 

This Night thy Cares with me forget; and fold 
Thy Flock with mine, to ward th’ injurious Cold. 
Sweet Milk and clouted Cream, foftCheefeandCurd, 
With fome rémaining Froit of laft Year’sHoard, 
Shall be our Ev’ning Fare: And for the Night, 
Sweet Herbs and Mofs, that gentle Sleep invite. 

And naw behold the Sun’s departing Ray - 

O’er yonder Hill, the Sign of ebbing Day. — 

With Songs the jovial Hinds return from Plow, 

And unyoak’d Heifers, pacing homeward, low. 

| THE 
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! 
S _ 
| THIRD PASTORAL 


ALBINO. 
| \ M THEN Vorgil thought no Shame the Doric 
_ To tune, and Flockson Mantuan Plainstc to 
With young Augaftus’ Name he grac’d his Song ; 


And Spencer, when amid the rural Throng 


He carol’d fweet, and graz’d along the Flood 
Of gentle Thames, made ev'ry founding Wood 
With good E/iza’s Name to ring around; 
Eliza’s Name on ev'ry Tree was found. 
Since then, thro’ .4.N.NA’s Cares at Eafe we live, 
And fee our Cattle in full Paftures thrive; 
Like them will I my flender Mufick raife, 
‘And teach the vocal Vallies AN N 4’s Preife. - 
— C3... Mean 
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Mean time on Oaten Pipe a lowly Lay, 

While my Kids brouze, obfcure in Shades I play : 
Yet not obfcure, while Dor/et thinks not Scorn 
To vifit Woods, and Swains ignobly born. 


Two Country Swains, both mufical, both young, 


In Friendfhip’s mutual Bonds united long, 
Retir’d within a moffie Cave, to fhun 

The Croud of Shepherds, and the Noon-day Sun. 
A melancholy Thought poffefs’d their Mind: 
Revolving now the folemn Day they find, 

When young Albino dy’d. His Image dear 
Bedews their Cheeks. with many a trickling Tears 
To Tears they add the Tribute of their Verfe; 
Thefe Angelot, thofe Palin did reherfe. 

ANGELOYT. 
Thus yearly circling by-paft Times returns 


And yearly thus 4/d:no’s Fate we mourn: 
Albino’s 


| 
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Albino’s Kate was early, fhort his Stay ; 
How fweet the Rofe! How fpeedy the Decay! 


Can we forget how ev'ry Creature moan’d, 
And fympathizing Rocks in Eccho groan’d, 
Prefaging future Woe; when, for our Crimes, 
We loft Albino, Pledge of peaceful Times? 
The Pride of Britain, and the darling Joy 
Of all the Plains and ev’ry Shepherd Boy. 
No joyous Pipe was heard, no Flocks were feen, 
Nor Shepherds found upon the graflie Green ; 
No Cattle graz’d the Field, nor drunk the Flood, 
No Birds were heard to warble thro’ the Wood. 


In yonder gloomy Grove ftretch’d out he lays | 
His beauteous Limbs upon the dampy Clay, 


The Rofes on his pallid Cheeks decay’d, 


And o'er his Lips a livid Hue difplay’d; 
C 4 Bleating 
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Bleating around him lye his penfive Sheep, 

And mourning Shepherds come in Crouds to weeps 
The pious Mother comes, with Grief opprefs'd: 
Ye, confcious Trees and Fountains, can atteft.. . 
With what fad Accents and what moving Cries 
She fill’d the Grove, and importun’d the Skies, 
And ev'ry Star upbraided with his Death, 

When in her widow’d Arms, devoid of Breath, | 
She clafp’d her Son. Nor did the Nymph for this 
Place in her Dearling’s Welfare all her Blifs, 

And teach him young the Ss/van Crook to weild, 
And rule the peaceful Empire of the Field, 


As milk-white Swans on Silver Streams do fhows 
And Silver Streams to grace the Meadows flow ; 
As Corn the Vales, and Trees the Hills adorn, 


So thou to thine an Ornament was bern. 


Since 
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Since thou, delicious Youth, didft quit the Plains, 
Th’ ungrateful Ground we till with fruitlefs Pains, 
In labour’d Furrows fow the Choice of Wheat, 

And over empty Sheaves in Harveft {weat : 


-Athin Increafe our woolly Subftance yield, 


And Thorns and Thiftles overfpread the Field. 


How all our Hopes are fled, like Morning Dew! — 
And we but in our Thoughts thy Manhood view. 
Who now fhall teach the pointed Spear to throw, 
To whirl the Sling, and bend the ftubborn Bow? 
Nor doft thou live to blefs thy Mother’s Days, 

And fhare the facred Honours of her Praife : 
In foreign Fields to purchafe endlefs Fame, 


. And add new Glories to the Britis Name. 


b 


| 
| 


O peaceful may thy gentle Spirit reft! 
And flow’ry Turf lye light upon thy Breaft ; 
Nor 
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Nor fhricking Owl, nor Bat, fly round thy Tomb, 
Nor Midnight Fairies there to revel come. 
PALIN. 

No more, miftaken Angelot, complain ; 
Albino lives, and all our Tears are vain. 
And now the Royal Nymph, who bore him, deigns 
To blefs the Fields, and rule the fimple Swains, 
While from above propitious he looks down. — 
For this the golden Skies no longer frown, 
The Planets fhine indulgent-on our Ifle, 
And rural Pleafures round about us fmile. — | 
Hills, Dales and Woods with thrilling Pipes refound ;_ 
The Boys and Virgins dance with Garlands crown’d, | 
And hail A/dino bleft: The Vallies ring, | 
Albino bleft. O now! if ever, bring 
The Laurel green, the {melling Eglantine, 


And tender Branches from the mantling Vine, © 


The 
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The dewy Cowflip, that in Meadow grows, 
The Fountain Violet and Garden Rofe: 

Your Hamlets ftrew, and ev'ry publick Way, 
And confecrate to Mirth Aldino’s Day. 

My felf will lavifh all my little Store, 

And deal about the Goblet, flowing o'er: 

Old Mouésn there fhall harp, young Mico fing, 
And Cuddy dance the Round amidft the Ring, 
And Hobéinol his antick Gambols play. 


To thee thefe Honours yearly will we pays 


When we our fhearing Feaft and Harveft keep, 

To {peed the Plow, and blefs our thriving Sheep. 
While Mallow Kids, and Endive Lambs purfue; 
While Bees love Thyme, and Locufts fip the Dew; 
While Birds delight in Woods their Notes to ftrain, 
Thy Name and {weet Memorial fhall remain. 


THE 


With tuneful Warblings fill that Bramble-Buth! 


ay" The SIXTH PART of 


THE 
FOURTH PASTORAL.’ 
Mico. Arcot. 


MICO. 
[ made, 


r - Place may feem for Shepherds Leifure | 
So lovingly thefe Elms unite their Shade. “ 
Th’ ambitious Woodbine, how it climbs, to breath - 


le 


te 


Its balmy Sweets around on all beneath! 

The Ground with Grafs of cheerful Green befpread, | 
Thro’ which the fpringing Flow’r up-rears its Head. 
Lo here the King-Cup, of a golden Hue, | 
Medly’d with Daifies white, and Endive blue. | 
Hark how the gaudy Goldfinch, and the Thruh, 


In “ 


a. 


MISCELLANY POEMS. 15 
In pleafing Conforts all the Birds combine; 


And tempt us in the various Song to join. 
Up, Argol/, then; and to thy Lip apply 
Thy mellow Pipe, or vocal Mufick try: 
And, fince our Ewes have graz'd, no harm, if they 
Lye round and liften, while their Lambkins play. 
ARGOL. 
The Place indeed gives Pleafance to the Eyes 
And Pleafance works the Singer’s Fancy high: 
The Fields breath {weets; and now the gentle Breez 
Moves ev’ry Leaf, and trembles thro’ the Trees. 
So {weet a Scene ul fuits my rugged Lay, 
And better fits the Mufick thou canft play. 
MICO. 
No Skill of Mufick can I, fimple Swain, 
No fine Device thine Ear to entertain; 
Albeit fome deal I pipe, rude tho’ it be, 
Sufficient to divert my Sheep and me. | 
yet 


46 The SIXTH PART of 


Yet Colinet (and Colinet has Skill) 
My Fingers guided on the tuneful Quill, 
And try'd to teach me on what Sounds to dwell, 
And where to fink a Note, and where to {well. 
 ARGOL. 
Ah Mico! half my Flock would I beftow, 
Would Colinet to me his Cunning fhow. 
So trim his Sonnets are, I prithee, Swain, 
Now give us once a Sample of his Strain: 
For, Wonders of that Lad the Shepherds fay, 
How {weet his Pipe, how ravifhing his Lay: 
The Sweetnefs of his Pipe and Lay reherfe, 
And ask what Gift thou pleafeft for thy Verfe. 
MICO. | 
Since then thou lift, a mournful Song I chufes 
A mournful Song becomes a mournful Mufe. 
Faft by the River on a Bank he fate, 
To weep a lovely Maid’s untimely Fate, 


Fair 
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Fair Stella hight : A lovely Maid was they 
Whofe Fate he wept; a faithful Shepherd he. 


Awake my Pipe; in ev’ry Note exprefs . 
Fair Ste/la’s Death, and Colnet’s Diftrefs. 


O woful Day! O Day of Woe! quoth he; 

And woful I, who live the Day to fee! 
That ever fhe could die! O moft unkind, 
To go, and leave. thy Colinet behind! 
And yet, why blame I her? Full fain would the} 
With dying Arms, have clafp’d her felfto me: 
Iclafp’d her too; but Death was all too ftrong, . 
Nor Vows, nor Tears, could fleeting Life prolong. 
Teach me togrieve, with bleating Moan, my Sheep; 
Teach me, thou ever-flowing Stream, to weep; 
Teach me, ye faint, ye hollow Winds, to fighs 
And let my Sorrows teach me how to die : 

Nor 
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Nor Flock, nor Stream, nor Winds, can e’ér relieve 


A Wretch like me, for ever born to grieve. 


Awake, my Pipes in ev'ry Note exprefs 
Fair Stella's Death, and Cofsnet’s Diftrefs. 


Ye brighter Maids, faint Emblems of my Fair, 
With Looks caft down, and with difhevel’d Hair, ~ 
In bitter Anguith begt your Breafts, and moan 
Her Hour untimely, as it were your own. 

Alas! the fading Glories of your Eyes 

In vain we doat upon, in vain you prize: 

For, tho’ your Beauty rule the filly Swaing 

And in his Heart like little Queens you reigns 

Yet Death will ev’n that ruling Beauty kill, 

As ruthlefs Winds the tender Bloffoms fpill. 

If either Mufick’s Voice, or Beauty’s Charm — 

Could make him mild, and ftay his lifted Arnt; 
My 
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My Pipe her Face, her Face my Pipe fhould fave, 


. Redeeming thus each other from the Grave. 


Ah fruitlefs With! Cold Death’s up-lifted Arm, 
Nor Mufick can perfuade, nor Beauty charm : 
For fee (O baleful Sight!) See where fhe lyee! 
The budding Flow’r, unkindly blafted, dies. 


Awake, my Pipes in ev'ry Note exptefs 
Fair Stetla’s Death, and Colinet’s Diftrefs. 


Unhappy Colinet ! What boots thee now 
To weave frefh Garlands for the Damfel’s Brow? 
Throw by the Lilly, Daffadil and Rofe; 
One of black Yew, and Willow pale, compofe; 
With baneful Henbane, deadly Night-fhadedrefty 
A Garland,. that may witnefs thy Unreff. 
My Pipe, whofe foothing Sound could Paflion move, 
And firft taught Ste//a’s Virgin Heart to loves 
D Untun'd, 
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Untun’d, {hall hang upon this blafted Oak, 

Whence Owls their Dirges fing, and Ravens croak : 
Nor Lark, nor Linnet fhall by Day delighe, 

Nor Nightingale divert my Moan by Night; 

The Night and Day fhall undiftinguith’d be, 

Alike to Ste//a, and alike to me. 


Thus fweetly did the gentle Shepherd fing, _ 
And heavy Woe within foft Numbers bring : 
And now that Sheep-hook for my Song I crave. 

ARGOL. | 

Not this, but one much fairer fhalt thou have, 
Of feafon’d Elm; where Studs of Brafs appear, 
To f peak the Giver’s Name, the Month and Year; 
The Hook of polith’d Steel, the Handle turn’d, 
And richly by the Graver’s Skill adorn’d. 


| 
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O, Colinet, how {weet thy Grief to hear! 

i How does thy Verfe fubdue the lift'ning Ear! 
| Not half fo fweet are Midnight Winds, that move 
! In drowfie Murmurs o’er the waving Groves 
Nor dropping Waters, that in Grots diftil, 
| And with a tinkling Sound their Caverns fill: 

So fing the Swans, that in foft Numbers wafte 

Their dying Breath, and warble to the laft. 

And next to thee fhall Mico bear the Bell, 

That can repeat thy peerlefs Verfe fo well. 


But fee 3 the Hills increafing Shadows caft: 
The Sun, I ween, 1s leaving us in hafte: © 
His weakly Rays but glimmer thro’ the Wood, 
And blueifh Mifts arife from yonder Flood. 
M1C.O. 
Then fend our Curs to gather up the Sheep : 
Good Shepherds with their Flocks betimes fhould fleep: 
D2 For, 
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For, he that: late lyes downy as late will rife, 
And; Sluggard like, ‘till Noon-day fnoring lyes ». 
While in their Folds his injur’d Ewes complain, 
And after dewy Paftures bleat in vain. 


THE 
FIFTH PASTORAL, ' 


Cuppy. 
N Rural Strains we firft our Mufick try, 
I And, bafhful, into Woods and Thickets fly, 
Diftruftful of our Skill. Yet, if thro’ Time 
Our Voice improving gain a Pitch fublime ; 
Thy growing Virtues, Seckvél, thall engage 
My riper Verfe, and my more fettled Age. 


The 


| 
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The Sun, now mounted to the Noon of Day, 

Began to fhoot direct his burning Ray, 
When, with the Flocks, their Feeders fought the Shade, 
A venerable Oak, wide-fpreading, made. 

What fhould they do to pafs the loit’ring Time? 
As Fancy led, each fortn’d his Tale in Rhyme: 
Ant fome the Joys, and fome the Pains of Love, 
And fome to fet out ftrange Adventures {trove ; 
The Trade of Wizzards fome, and Meréin’s Skill, 
And whence to Charms fuch Empire o’er the Will. 
Then Cuddy laft (who Cuddy can excell 
In neat Device >.) his Tale began to tell. 


When Shepherds flourifh’d in E/iza’s Reign, — 
There liv’d in great Efteem a jolly Swain; | 
Young Colin Clout; who well could pipe and fing, 
And by his Notes invite the lagging Spring. 

D 3 He, 
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He, as his Cuftome was, at Leifure laid 

‘In filent Shade, without a Rival plaid. — 
Drawn by the Magick of th’ inticing Sound, 
What .Crouds of mute Admirers flock’d around ! 
The Steerlings left their Food; and Creatures, wild — 
By Nature form’d, infenfibly grew mild. 

He makes the Birds in Troops about him throng, . 

And loads the neighb’ring Branches with his Song. 


Among the reft, a Nightingale of Fame, . 
Jealous, and fond of Praife, to liften came. 
She turn’d her Ears and emulous, with Pride, 
Like Eccho, to the Shepherd's Pipe reply'd. 
The Shepherd heard with Wonder; and again, 
Totry her more, renew’'d his various Strain. 
To all his various Strain fhe fhapes her Throats 
And adds peculiar Grace to evry Note, 
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If Colin-in complaining Accents grieves, 

Or brisker Motion to his Meafures gives; 

If gentle Sounds he modulates, or ftrong, 

She, not a little vain, repeats his Song : 

But fo repeats, that Colin half defpis'd 

His Pipe and Skill, fo much by others priz’d. 
And, {weeteft Songfter of the winged Kind, 
What Thanks, faid he, what Praifes can I find 
To equal thy melodious Voice? In thee 

The Rudenefs of my rural Fife I fee ; 


From thee I learn to vaunt no more my Skul. 


Aloft in Air fhe fate, provoking ftill =< 
The vanquifh’d Swain: Provok'd at laft, he ftrove 
To fhew: the little Minftrel of the Grove 
His utmoft Art; if fo. fome fmall Efteem 
He might obtain, and Credit loft, redeem. 


D4 ‘He 
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‘He draws in Breath, his rifing Breaft to fill; 
Thro’ all the Waod his Pipe is heard to fhrill, 
From Note to Note in hafte his Fingers flys - 
Still more and.more his Numbers multiply ; 
And now they trill, and now they fall and rife, 


And {wift and flow they change, with {weet Surprize. - 


Attentive fhe does fcarce the Sounds retain, 
But to her felf firft conns the puzzling Strain ; 
And tracing careful, Note by Note, repays: 
The Shepherd, in his own harmonious Lays 3 
Thro’ ev’ry changing Cadence runs at length, 


e 


And adds in $weetnefs, what fhe wants in §trength. 


Then Cols threw his Fife difgrac’d afide ; 
While the lqud Triumph fings, proclaiming wide 
Her mighty Conqueft. What could Cosi more? 
A little Harp, of Maple Ware, he bore Do 


§ 
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The Harp it felf was old, but newly ftrung, 
Which ufual he a-crofs his Shoulders hung. 
Now take, delightful Bird, my laft Farewel, 


He faid; and learn from hence, thou doft excel 

No trivial Artift. And at that he wound 

The murm’ring Strings, and order'd ev'ry Sound. 

Then earneft to his Inftrument he bends, — 

And both his Hands upon the Strings extends. 

The Strings obey bis Touch, and various move, 

The lower anfw'ring ftill ta thofe above. 

His reftlefs Fingers traverfe ta and fro, 

And in Purfuit of Harmony they go; 

Now, lightly skimming, o’er the Strings they pafs, 

Like Winds, that.gently brufh the plying Grafs, 

And melting Aira arife at their Command : 

And naw, laborjous, with a weighty Hand 

He finks into the Cords with folemn Pace, 

And gives the {welling Tones a manly Grace: 
Then, 
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Then, intricate he blends agreeing Sounds, 
While Mufick thro’ the trembling Harp abounds. 


The double Sounds the Nightingale perplex, 
And pos’d, fhe does her troubled Spirit vex. 
She warbles diffident, *twixt Hope and Fear, 


; And hits imperfeé&t Accents, here and there. 


Then Colin play'd again, and playing Sung, 

She, with the fatal Love of Glory ftung, 

Hears all in Pain: Her Heart begins to {well ; 

In piteous Notes fhe fighs, in Notes that tell 

Her bitter Anguifh. He, ftill finging, plies 

His limber Joints: Her Sorrows higher rife. 

How fhall fhe bear a Conqu’ror, who before 

No equal;. thro’ the Grove, in Mufick bore? 

She droops, and hangs her flagging Wings, and moans, 


And fetches from her Breaft melodious Groans, 


Opprefs'd 
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Opprefs’d with Grief at laft, too great to quell, 
Down breathlefs on the guilty Harp the fell. 


- Then Colin loud lamented o’er the Dead, 

And unavailing Tears profufely fhed, 

And broke his wicked Strings, and curs’d his Skill; 
And, beft to make Atonement for the II], 

(If for fuch Ill Atonement might be made) 

He builds her Tomb beneath a Laurel Shade: 

Then adds a Verfe, and fets with Flow’rsthe Ground, 
And makes a Fence of winding Ofiers round: 

A Verfe and Tomb is all I now can give, 

And here thy Name at leaft, he faid, fhall live. 


Thus ended Caddy with the fetting,Sun, 
And by his Tale unenvy’d Praifes won. 


THE 
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THE 


SIXTH PASTORAL. 


| Geron. HosBInNot. LanquveEt. 


GERON. | 
H”™ ftill the Sea! behold; how calm the Sky ! | 
_ Andhow, in {portive Chafe, the Swallows fly ! 
My Goats, fecure from Harm, no Tendance need, 
While high on yonder hanging Rock they feed: 
And here below, the banky Shore along, 
Your Heifers graze: And I to hear your Song | 
Difpos'd. As eldeft, Hobbinol, begin ; 
And Languet’s Under-Song by Turns come in. 
| HOBBINOL. 
Let others meanly ftake upon their Skill, 


Or Kid, or Lamb, or Goat, or what they will ; 
F or 
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For Praife we fing, nor Wager ought befide: 
And, whofe the Praife, let Geron’s Lips decide. 
LAN QU ET. 
To Geres I my Voice and Skill commend: 
Unbiafs'd he, to both is equal Friend. 
| GERON. 
Begin then, Boys, and vary well your Song ; 
_ Nor fear, from Geron’s upright Sentence, Wrong. 
A boxen Hant-Boy, loud, and fweet of Sound, 
All varnifh’d, and with brazen Ringlets bound, 
Ito the Vidor give: No {mall Reward, 
with our ufual Country Pipes compar'd. 
HOBBINOL. 
The Snows are melted, and the kindly Rain 


Defcends on ev’ry Herb, and ev’ry Grain; 
‘oft balmy Breezes breath along the Sky : 


The bloomy Seafon of the Year is nigh. 


LA N- 
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LAN QUE T. 
The Cuckoo tells aloud her painful Love; 


The Turtle’s Voice is heard in ev'ry Groves 


: . The Paftures change; the warbling Linnets fing : 


Prepare to welcome in the gawdy Spring. 
HOBBINOL. 

When Locutts in the fearny Bufhes crys 
When Ravens pant, and Snakes in Caverns lye; : 
Then graze in Woods, and quit the burning Plain a: 
Elfe fhall ye prefs the {fpungy Teat in vain. , | 

LAN QUET. i’ 


When Greens to Yellow vary, and you fee 
The Ground beftrew’d with Fruits offev'ry Tree, 
wi 


And ftormy Winds are heard; think Winter near, | 
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Nor truft too far to the declining Year. 
 HOBBINOL. 
Full fain, O bleft E4sza! would I praife 
Thy Maiden Rule, and A/ézon’s Golden Days. 
: % Then 
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Then gentle Szdzey liv'd, the Shepherds Friend: 
Eternal Bleffings on his Shade attend! 
LAN QU ET. 
Thrice happy Shepherds now: For Dorfet loves 
| The Country Mufe, and our delightful Groves ; 
| While 4.N NA reigns. O ever may fhe reign! 
| And bring on Earth a Golden Age again. 
HOBBINOE. | 
| I love in fecret all a beauteous Maid, 
| And have my Love in fecret all repaid. 
This coming Night the does referve for me. 
Divine her Name; and thou the Victor be. 
| LANQUET. 
= Mild as the Lamb, and harmlefs as the Dove, 
True as the Turtle, 1s the Maid I love. 
How we in fecret love, I fhall not fay. 
Divine her Name; and I give up the Day. 
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HOBBINOL. 
Soft, on a Cowflip Bank, my Love and I 
Together lay: A Brook ran murm’ring by. 
A thoufand tender things to me fhe faid; 
And I a thoufand tender Things repaid. 
LANQUET. 
In Summer Shade, beneath the cocking Hay, 
What foft, endearing Words did fhe not fay ? 
Her Lap, with Apron deck’d, fhe kindly {pread, 


And ftroak’d my Cheeks,and/ull’d my leaning Head. 


HOBBINOL. 

Breath foft, ye Winds, ye Waters gently flow; 
Shield her, ye Trees, ye Flowers areund her grow; 
Ye Swains, I beg you, pafs in Silence by; 

My Love in yonder Vale afleep does lye. 
 LANQUET. 

Once Delia flept, on eafie Mofs reclin’d 5 
Her lovely Limbs half bare, and rude the Wind : 


I 
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I {mooth’d her Coats, and ftole a filént Kifs. | 
Condemn me, Shepherds, if I did amifs. 
| HOBBINOL. 
As Marian bath’d, by chance I paffed by; 
She blufh’d, and at me caft.a fidelong Eye : 
Then fwift beneath the cryftal. Wave the try’d 
Her beauteous Form, but all in vain, to hide: 
LAN QU ET. 
As I, tocool me, bath’d one fultry Day, 
Fond Lydia lurking in the Sedges lay. 
The Wanton Jaugh’d, and feem’d-in hafte to V3 
Yet often ftopp’d, and often turn’d her Eye. 
HOBBINOL. 
When firft I faw, would I had never fer 
Young Lj/et lead the Dance on yonder Green ; 
Intent upon her Beauties as the mov ‘d, 


Poor, Heedlefs Wretch, at ee | lov ‘d. 
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LAN QUET. 
When Luey decks with Flow’rs her {welling Breafty 
And on her Elbow leans; diffembling Refts 
Unable to refrain my madding Mind, 
Nor Sheep nor Pafture worth my Care I find. 
HOBBINOL. 
Come Rofalind, O come! For, without thee, 
What Pleafure can the Country have for me? 
Come Rofalind, O come! My brinded Kine; _ 
My {nowy Sheep, my Farm and all is thine. 
LANQUET. 
~ Come Rofalind, O come ! Here thady Bow'rsy 
Here are cool Fountains, and here fpringing Flow’rs. 
Come Rofalind: Here ever let us ftay, | 
And fweetly wafte our live-long Time away. 
HOBBINOL. 
_In vain the Seafons of the Moon I know, . 
The Force of — Heibs, and where they grow 5 _ 
: ‘ 4 There 
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There is no Herb, ito Seafon, may remove 


From my fod Heart the racking Pains of Love. 
LAN QUET. 
What profits:me, ‘that I in-Charms have Skill, 
And Ghofts and Goblins order as I will; 


_ Yet have, with all my Charms, no Pow’r to lay 


The Sprite; that breaks my Quiet Night dnd Day. 
HOBBINOL.: . 

O that like Colin Thad Skillin Rhymest =z 
To purchafe Credit with fucceeding Times id 
Sweet Colin Clout! who never yet had Petr, 
Who fung thro’ all the Seafons of the Year. 

LANQUET. 

Let nie like Wrenock fing; his Voice had Pow’t 
To free the clipfing Moon at Midnight Hour : 
And, as he futrg, the Fairies, with their Queens 


In Mantles blue came tripping o’er the Green. 


E 2 GERON. 


48 The SIXTH PART, &c..: . 
GERON, (23. 7 

Here end your pleafing Strife. Both Vitors ares ‘ 

And both with Co/in may in Rhymé compare. 

A Béxen Haut-Boy, loud, and {weet of: Sound, ’ 

All varnifhidy and with brazen'Ringlets:bound, 

‘To both I give. A mizling Mift defetnds - 

Adown -that'fteepy Rocky::And: this way:tends) 1" 

Yon diftant Rain. Shoré-ward thé Veffels ftrive; 

And, fee,: the Boys their’ Flocks to Sheltér drive. 
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THE 


NINTH BOOK 


LUCAN 


Tranflated from the Latin. 


By Mr. ROWE. 


The ARGUMENT. 


Tus Poet having ended the foregoing Book, with the Death ef 
Pompey, begins this with his Apotheofis; from thence, after 
a fbort Account of Cato’sgarhering up the Relicks of the Batted 
of Pharfalia, and tran{porting them to Cyrene in Africa, be 
goes on to defcribe Cornelia’s Paffion pon the Death of her 
Husband. Among ft other things, fhe informs his Son Sextus of 
bis Father's laft Commands, to continue the War in Defence 
of the Commonwealth, Sextus -fers fail for Cato’s Camp, 
where he meets bis elder Brother Cn. Pompetus, and acquaint s 
him with the Fate of their Father. Upon this Occafon the 
Poet defcribes the Rage of the elder Pompey, and the Difor— 
ders that bappen'd in the Camp, both which Cato appeafes. Ta 
prevent any future Inconvenience of this kind, he refolves to 
pat them npon Attion, and in erder tothat to jein with Juba. 
After a Defcription of the Syrts, and their dangerous Paffage 
"em, follows Cato’s Speech to encourage the Soldsers to march 
threugh the Defarts of Lypia; then an Account of Lybia, she 
Defarts, andtheir March. In the middle of which is a boase~ 
tiful Digreffies concerning the Temple ef Jupiger-Ammon, 
with Labienus’s Per/uafiow to Cato to enquire of the Oracle 
concerning the Event of the War, and Cato’s famous Anfwer, 
From thence, after a warm Elogy upon Cato, the Author goes 
on to the Acconnt of the Original of Serpents in Africk; and 
this, with the Defcription of their varions Kinds, and the fe- 
veral Deaths of the Soldiers by em, ig perhapsthe moft poctical 
Part of this whole Work. At Leptis he leaves Cato, and re= 
turns to Ceflar, whom he brings into ALgypt, after having 
foewn him the Ruins of Troy, and from thence taken an Oc- 
cafson to {peak well of Poetry in General, and himfelf in Parti- 
cular, Ceafar, upon his Arrival on the Coaft of ALgypt, 1 
met by an Ambaffador from Prolomy with Pompey’s Head, 
He receives the Prefent (according to Lucan) with a feign'd 
Abhorrence, and concludes the Book with Tears, and a feem- 
ing Grief for the Adisfertunes of fa great a Alan, | 
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The Ninth BOOK of 
'DLoCAN 


-'Tranflated from the Latis by Mr. ROWE. 


O B in the dying Embers of its Pile 
N Slept the great Soul upon the Banks of Nsz, 

Nor longer, by the Earthly Parts reftrain’d, 

Amidft its wretched Reliques was detain’d ; 

But active, and impatient of Delay, 

Shot from the mould’ring Heap, and upwards urg'd 

Far in thofe Azure Regions of the Air lala OS 

Which border on the rowling ftarry Sphere, 

Beyond our Orb, and nearer to that height; 

Where Cinthia drives around her Silver Light; 

E 4 Their 
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Their happy Seats the Demy-Gods poffefs, 
Refin’d by Virtue, and prepar'd for Blifs ; 

Of Life unblam’d, a pure and pious Race, | 
Worthy that lower Heav’n and Stars to graces ¢ 
Diuine, and ‘Equal to the glorious Place : 

There Pompey's Soul, adorn’d with heav'nly Light, 
Soon {hone among the ref, and asthe reft was bright. | 
New to the bleft Aboad, with Wonder fill’d, 
The Stars and moving Planets he beheld ; Pe 
Then looking down on the Sun’s feeble Ray, . ge 
Survey’d our dusky, faint, imperfect Day, ¢ 
And under what a Cloud of Night we lay. 

But when he faw, how on the Shoar forlorn 
His headlefs Trunk was caft for publick Scorn; 
When he beheld, how envious Fortune ftill 

Took Bains to ufe a fenfelefs Carcafgill, - ©° .— 
He {mil’d at the vain Malice of his Foe, — 
And pity’d impotent Mankind below. 

7 — They 
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Then lightly pafling o’er « Zmeathia's Plain, . 
His flying Navy {catter’d on the Main, | 
And cruel Cefar's Tents; he fix'd at laft 
His Refidence in Brutus’ {acred Breaft ; 


_ There brooding o’er his Country's Wrongs he fate, 


The State’s Avenger, and the Tyrant’s Fate, . 
There mournful Rome might ftill her Pompey find, 


There, and in Cafo’s free unconguer’d Mind. 


He, while in deep fufpence the World yet lay, 
Anxious and doubtful whom it fhould obey, 
Hatred avow’'d to ‘Pompey’s felf. did beary 
Tho’ his Companion in the: Common War, 
Tho’ by the Senate’s juft Command they ftood 
Engag’d together for the Publick Good ;.__ 
But dread Pharfalia did all Doubts decide, 
And firmly fix’d him to the vanquith’d Side. 

oo _ His 


534 The Nixth Book of LU CAN. 
His helplefs Country, ‘like an Orphan left, : 
Friendlefs and-ponr, ,af all Support bereft, 
He took and cherifh’d with a Father’s Care, 
He comforted, he bad her not to fear ; lo rv 
And taught her feeble Hands, once more the Trade « 
Nor luft of Empire did his Courage {way, | 
Nor Hate, nor proud Repugnance to Obey: 
Paflions and private Int’seft he forgot ; 
Not for himfelf, but Liberty he fought. 
Streight to Corcyra’s Port his way he bent, 


{ 


The {wift advancing Victor to prevent 5 
_ Who marching fudden on, to new Succeds, a 
The {catter'd Legions might with eafe opprefs ; 
There, with the Ruins of cA mathia's Field, 
The flying Hoft, ‘a thoufand Ships.he fill'd. 
Wha that from Land with Wonder had defery’d 
The Paffing Fleet, in all its Naval Pride, , 
—_ Stretch’d 
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Stretch’d wide, and o’er the diftant Ocean fpread, 
Cou’d have believ’d thofe mighty Numbers fled 2 
Malea o’erpafi, and the Zenarzaz Shore, 

With {welling Sails he for Cythera bore : 

Then Crete he faw, and with a Northern Wind 
Soon left the fam'd Dié#ean Ile behind. 

Urg’d by the bold PAycuntine’s churlith Pride, 
(Their Shores, their Haven, to his Fleet deny’d) 
The Chief reveng’d the Wrong, and as he pats'd, 
Laid their unhofpitable City watte ; 

Thence wafted forward, to the Coaft he came 
Which took of eld from Palinure its Name. 

(Nor Italy this Monument alone 

Can boaft, fince Lidia's Palinure has fhown ¢ 
Her peaceful Shores were to the 71 reojan known.) 0 
From hence they foon defery, with doubtful Pain, 
Another Navy on the diftant Main, | 


- Anxious 
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Anxious they ftand, and now expect the Foe, — 
Now, their Companions in the publick Woe ; 


The ViGor’s hafte enclines em moft to fear, - : 
Each Veffel feems a hoftile Face to wear, ¢ 
And ev'ry fail they *{py, they fancy Ce/ar there. 

But oh ! Thofe Ships a diffrent Burthen bore, . 
A mournful Freight they wafted to the Shore: 
Sorrows, that might Tears ev’n from Cato gain, 


And teach the rigid Stoick to complain, 


When long the fad Cornelsa’s Pray’rs, in vain, 

Had try’d the flying Navy to detain, 
With Sextus long had ftrove, and long implor'd d; 
To wait the Relicks of her murder’'d Lord ; 
The Waves, perchance, might the dear Pledge reftore> 
‘And waft him bleeding from the faithlefs Shore : 
Still Grief and Love their various Hopes infpire, 
"Till the beholds her Pompey’s fun'ral Fire, 

"Till 


| 


| 
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Till on the Land the fees th’ ignoble Flame 
Afcend, unequal to the Hero’s Name ; 
Then into juft Complaints at length fhe broke, 
And‘thus with pious indignation fpoke. 


Oh Fortune! doft thou then difdain t'afford 
My Love's laft Office to my deareft Lord ? 


-Am I one chaft, one laft Embrace deny'd > 
‘Shall I not lay me by his Clay-cold fide, | ¢ 


Nor Tears to bath his gaping Wounds provide > 
Am i unworthy the fad Torch to bear, _ 

To light the Flame, and burn my flowing Hair ? 
To gather from the Shore the noble Spoil, 

And place it decent on the fatal Pile > 

Shall not his Bones.and facred Duft be born, 

In this fad Bofom, to their peaceful Urn ? 
Whate’er the laft ‘confuming Flame fhalf leave, 
Shall not this widow’d Hand by Right receive, ¢ 
And to the Gods the precious Relicks give ? 
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Perhaps, this laft Refpe@ which I thould fhow; a, | 

Some vile Egyptian Hand does now beftow, ¢ : 

Injurious to the Roman Shade below. 

Happy, my Craffus, were thy Bones; which lay 

| Expos'd to Parthian Biids and Beafts o’Prey. 

Here the laft Rites the cruel Gods allow, 

Aiid for a Curfe my Pompyy's Pile beftow: 

For ever will the fame {2d Fate teturn # et 

Still an unburied Hysband muft k moutn; | ¢ 

“‘And_weep iny Sorrows o'er anempty Urn? 

_ But why fhould Tombs be built, or Urns be made? 

Does Gtief like mine require their feeble Aid ? 

Is he not lodg'd, thou Wretch, within thy Hearts 

And fix'd in ev'ry deareft vital Part } 

O'er Monuments furviving Wives miay grieves 

She ne'er will need ‘em, who difdains to live. : 

But oh! behold where yon malignant Flames 

Caft feebly forth their mean inglorious Beams :. 
Fron: 
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' From my lov’d Lord, his dear Remains, they rife, 
And bring my Pompey to my weeping Eyes; 

' And now they fink, the languid Lights decay, 

The cloudy Smoak all Kaftward rolls away, ¢ 
And wafts my Hero to the Rifing Day. | 
Me too the Winds demand, with frethning Gales, 
Envious they call, and ftretch the {welling Sails. 
No Land on Earth feems dear as Egypt now, 

No Land that Crowns and Triumphs did beftow, ¢ 
And with new Laurels bound my Pompey’s Brow.- 
That happy Pompey to my Thoughts is loft, 

He that is left, lyes dead on yonder Coaft ; 

He, only he, is all I now demand, 

- For him I linger near this curfed Land : 

Endear’d by Crimes, for Horrors lov'd the more; 

I cannot, will not, leave the Pharian Shore. 
Thou, Sextus, thou thalt prove the Chance of War, 
And thro’ the World thy Father's Enfigns bear, ¢ 
Then hear his laft Command, entrufted to my Care. - 
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«© When e’er my laft, my fatal Hour fhall come, | 
ss Arm you, my Sons, for Libetty and Rome; - 
While one fhall of our Free-born Race remairiy 
«Let him prevent the Tytant Cz/ar's Reign. | 
« From each free City round, from ev'ry Land, 
“ Their watlike Aid in Pompey s Name dertiand. 
‘¢- Thefe ate the Parties, thefe the Friends he leaves, | 
«¢ This Legacy your dying Father gives. | 
‘* If for the Sea’s wide Rule your Arms you bear, « | 
eA Pompey ne’et can want a Navy there, | ¢ 
* Heirs of my Fame, my Sons, fhall wage my war. 
“ Only be bold, unconquer’d in the Fight, : 
«© And, like your Father, ftill defend the Right. 
“© To Cato, if for Liberty he ftand, | 7 
_ “© Submit, and yield you tohis ruling Hand, . 
s¢ Brave, Juft, and only worthy to Command. ea 
_ At length to thee, my Pompey, Iam Juft, 
I have furviv’d, and well difcharg’d my Truft; 
Thro’ 


, 
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Thro’ Chaos now, and the dark Realms below, 
To follow thee, a willing Shade I go: 


Tis but to prove the Pain of b'ing alive, 


If longer with a lingring Fate I ftrive, 


‘Tis to be Curs’d, for dating to furvive. 

She, who could bear to fee thy Wounds, and lives 
New Proofs of Love and fatal Grief thall give. 
Nor need fhe fly for Succour to the Sword; 

The fteepy Precipice, and deadly Cord; 

She from her felf fhall find her own Relief, 

And fcorns to die of any Death but Grief: 


So faid the Matron; and about her Head 
Her Veil the draws, her mournful Eyes to fhade 
Refolv'd to fhroud in thickeft Shades her Woe; 
She fecks the Ship's deep darkfom Hold below; 
There lonely left, at leifure to complaing 
She hugs her Sorrows, and enjoys her Pain 4 . 
| F Still 
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Still with freth Tears the living Grief does feed, 
And fondly loves it, in her Husband's ftead. 
In vain the beating Surges rage aloud, 

And {welling Zaurus grumbles in the Shroud ; 
Her, nor the Waves beneath, nor Winds above, . 
Nor ali the noifie Cries of Fear can move : 

In fullen Peace compos’d for Death the lyes, 

And waiting, longs to hear the Tempeft rife ; 
Then hopes the Seamens Vows fhall all be croft, 
Prays for the Storm, and wifhes to be loft. 


Soon from the Pharian Coaft the Navy bore, 
And fought thro’ foamy Seas the Cyprian Shore 5 
Soft Eaftern Gales prevailing thence alone, 

To Cato's Camp and Lybia waft ’em on. | 
With mournful Looks from Land, (as oft we know’, 
A fad Prophetick Spirit waits onWoe,) 


Pompey, 


Sa ee 


| 
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Pompey, his Brother and the Fleet beheld, 
Now near advancing o’er the War'ry Field: 
Straight to the Beach with headlong hafte he flies, 
Where is our Father, Sextus, where? he cries : 
Do we yet Live? Stands yet the Sov’raign State? 
Or does the World, with Pompey, yield to Fate? 


. Sink we at-length before the Conqu’ring Foe? 


And is the Mighty Head of Rome laid low? 
He faid; the mournful Brother thus reply'd ; 


_ Ohappy Thou, whom Lands and Seas divide ¢ 


From Woes, which did to thefe fad Eyes betide. 
Thefe Eyes! which of their Horror ftill complain, 
Since they beheld out Godlike Father flain. 

Nor did his Fate an equal Death afford, 

Nor fuffer’d him to fall by Ce/sr’s Sword: 


_ Trufting in vain to hofpitable Gods, 


He Dy‘ds opprefs'd by vile Egyptian odds : 


Fa By 
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By the curs’d Monarch of N7/e’s flimy Wave 
He fell, 2 Victim to the Crown he gave. | 
Yes, I beheld the dire, the bloody Deed ; 
Thefe Eyes beheld our valiant Father bleed: 
Amaz’d I look’d, and fcarce believ'd my Fear, | 
Nor thought th’ Egyptian cou’d fo greatly dare; ¢ 
But ftill I look’d, and fancy’d Ce/ar there. 

But oh ! not all his Wounds fo much did move, 
Pierc’'d my fadSoul, and ftruck my Filial Love; 
As that his venerable Head they bear, 

Their wanton Trophy fix’d upon a Spears 
Thro’ ev'ry Town ‘tis fhown the Vulgar’s Sports 
And the lewd Laughter of the Tyrant’s Court. 
‘Tis aid, that ‘Prolomy preferves this Prize, 
Proof of the Deed, to glut the Victor's Eyes, 
The Body, whether rent or born awdy> 

By foul Egyptian Dogs, and Birds of Prey; 


=. | | Whether — 
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Whether within their greedy Maws entomb’d, 
Or by thofe wretched Flames, we faw, confum'd ; 


Its Fate as yet we know not, but forgive: 
That Crime unpunifh’d, to the Gods we leave, ¢ 


Tis for the part preferv’d alone we grieve. 
@ 
Scarce had he ended thus, when Pompey, warm 
With Noble Fury, calls aloud to Arms 
Nor feeks in Sighs and helplefs Tears Relief, 
But thus in Pious Rage exprefs‘d his Grief. 
Hence all aboard, and hafte to put to Sea, 
Urge on againft the Winds our adverfe way ; 
With me let ev'ry Roman Leader go, 
Since Civil Wars were ne'er fo juft as now. 
Pompey’s unbury’d Relicks ask your Aid, 
Call for due Rites and Honours to he paid. 
Let Egypt's Tysant pour a purple Flood, 
And footh the Ghoft with his inglorious Blood, 
F 3 =. Not 
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Not Alexander fhall his Priefts defend, 
Fore’d from his Golden Shrine he fhall defcend : 
In Mareotis deep Vl plunge him down, | 
Deep in the fluggifh Waves the Royal Carcafs 
drown. — | 
From his ptoud Pyramid Amafis torn, 
- With his long Dynafties my Rage fhall mourn, ¢ 
And floating down their muddy Nile be born. 
Each ftately Tomb and Monumental Stone, | 
For Thee, unburied Pompey, thall atone. 
fs no more fhall draw the cheated Crowd, 
Nor God Ofris in his Linnen Shrowd; 
Stript of their Shrines, with Scorn they fhall be cait, 
To be by ignominious Hands defac’d: © 


To Pompey’s Dutt a Sacrifice thall bleed, 


Their Holy Apis of Immortal Breed; | 
While burning Deities the Flame thall feed. 


Wafte 
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| Wafte thall the Land be laid, and never know 
The Tiller's care, nor feel the crooked Plow; ¢ 
| None fhall be left for whom the Ni/e may flow: 
: Tillthe Gods banifh’d, and the People gone, 
Eeypt to Pompey thall be left alone. 


4s 


He faid ; then hafty to Revenge he flew, 


And Seaward out the ready Navy drew, 
But cooler Cato did the Youth affwage, 
And praifing much, compreft his filial Rage. 


| Mean time the Shores, the Seas, and Skies around, 
. With mournful Cries for Pompey’s Death refound. 
A rare Example have their Sorrows fhown, 
Yet in no Age befide, nor People known, 
| How falling Pow’r did with Compaffion meet, 
)j And Crowds deplor’d the Ruins of the Great. 


al F4 But - 
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But when the fad Cornelia firft appear'd, 
When on the Deck her mournful Head fhe rear’d, 
Her Locks hung rudely o’er the Matron’s Face, 
With all the Pomp of Grief’s diforder’d Grace; 
| When they beheld her wafted quite with Woe, 
And fpent with Tears that never ceas’d to flows 
Again they feel their Lofs, again complain, 
And Heav’n and Earth ring with their Cries again. 
Soon as fhe landed on the friendly Strand, 
Her Lord’s laft Rites employ her pious Hand; 
To his dear Shade fhe builds a fun’ral Pile, — 
And decks it proud with many a noble Spoil, 
There fhone his Arms with antick Gold inlaid, 
There the rich Robes which fhe her felf had cate 

Robes thrice to Capitolian Jove difplay’d : 
~The Relicks of his paft vidorious Days 
Now this his lateft Trophy ferve to raifey ¢ 
And in one common Flame together blaze. 

| Such | 
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Such was the weeping Matron’s pious Care: 
The Soldiers taught by her, their Fires prepare ; 
To every valiant Friend a Pile they build, | 
That fell for Rome in cursd Pharfalsa’s Field ; 
Stretch’d wide along the Shores, the Flames extend 
And, grateful to the wandring Shades, afcend. 
So when 4ppulsan Hinds with Art renew | 
The wintry Paftures to their verdant Hews ° 
That Flow’rs may rife, and fpringing Grafs return, 
With {preading Flamesthe wither’d Fields they burn, 
Garganus then and lofty Vultur blaze, 
And draw the diftant wondring Swains to gaze ; 
Far are the glitt’ring Fires defcry’d by Night, 
And gild the dusky Skies around with Light. 


But oh! not all the Sorrows of the Croud 
That {poke their free impatient Thoughts alaud, 
That tax'd the Gods, as Authors of their Woe, 
And charg'd ‘em with Neglect of Things below; 
Not 
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Not all the Marks of the wild Peoples Love, 

The Hero’s Soul, like Cato’s Praife, could move; 
Few were his Words, but from an honefl Heart, 
Where Faction and where Favour had no part, ¢ 
But Truth made up for Paflion and for Art. 


We've loft a Roman Citizen (he faid ) 
One of the nobleft of that Name is dead ; 
Who, tho’ not equal to our Fathers found, 
Nor by their ftri@eft Rules of Juftice bound, 
Yet from his Faults this Benefit we draw, 
He, for his Country’s good, tranfgrefs'd her Leng 
To keep a bold Licentious Age in awe. 
Rome held her Freedom ftill, tho’ he was great; 
He {way’d the Senate, but they rul'd the State. 
When Cronds were willing to haveworn hisChain,, 
He chofe his private Station to retain, ¢ 
That all might free, and equal all remain. 

| — War’s 
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, War's boundlefs Pow’r he never fought to ufe, 

Nor ask’d, but what the People might refufe : 

Much he poffefs’d, and wealthy was his Store, 

- Yet ftill he gather’d but to give the more, ¢ 
And Rome, while he was rich, could ne'er be poor. 
He drew the Sword, but knew its Rage to Charm; 
And lov’d Peace beft, when he was forc’d to Arm; 
Unmov'd with all the glittering Pomp of Pow’r, 

He took with Joys but laid it down with more; 

His chafter Houfhold and his frugal Board, 

Nor Lewdnefs did, nor Luxury afford, ¢ 
~ Ev’n in the higheft Fortunes of their Lord. 

His noble Name, his Country’s Honour grown, 

Was venerably round the Nations known, : 

And as Rome's faireft Light and brighteft Glory 

When betwixt Marius and fierce Sy//a toft, 

The Commonwealth her ancient Freedom loft, 


~\ 


Some 
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Some fhadow yet was left, fome fhew of Pow’r; 
Now ev’n the Name with Pompey is no more: 
Senate and People all at once are gone, 
Nor need the Tyrant blufh to mount the Throne: 
Oh happy Pompey ! happy in thy Fate, 
Happy by falling with the falling State, 
Thy Death a benefit the Gods did grant, wane? 
Thou might’ft have liv’d thofe Pharian Swords to . 
Freedom, at leaft, thou doft by dying gain, 
Nor liv’ft to fee thy Fulia’s Father Reign; ¢ 
Free Death is Man’s firft Blifs, the next is to be flain. 
Such Mercy only, I from Fuba crave, 
(If Fortune fhould ordain me /#a’s Slave) 
To Cefar let him fhew, but fhew me dead, _ 
And keep my Carcafe, fa he takes my Head. 

He faid, and pleas’d the noble Shade below, #4! | 
More than a thoufand Orators could do, 


Tho 
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Tho’ Tu//y too had lent his charming Tongue, 


| And Rome's full Forum with his Praife had rung. 


But Difcord now infects the fullen Croud, 
And now they tell their Difcontents aloud; 
When Tarchon firft his flying Enfigns bore, } 
Call'd out to march and haften’d to the Shore; 
Him Cato thus, purfuing as he mov'd, 

Sternly befpoke, and juftly thus reprov'd. 


Oh reftlefs Author of the roving War, 
Doft thou again Piratick ‘Arms prepare ? 
Pompey, thy Terror and thy Scourge, is gone, 
And now thou hop’ft to rule the Seas alone. 


He faid, and bent his Frown upen the reft, 
Of whom one bolder thus the Chief addrefs’d, ¢ 
And thus their wearinefs of War confefs’d. 
For 
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For Pompey’s fake (nor thou difdain to hear } 
This Civil War we wage, thefe Arms we bears 
Him we preferr'd to Peace : But (Cato) nows 
That Caufe, that Mafter of our Arms, lyes low. 
Let us no more our abfent Country mourn, 

Butto our Homes and Houfhold-Gods return ; 

To the chaft Arms from whofe Embrace we fleds 
And the dear Pledges of the Nuptial Bed. 

Foroh! what Period can the War attends snes 
Which nor ‘Pharfalia’s Field nor Pompey's Death — 
The better Times of flying Life are paft, 
Let Death come gently on in Peace at laft. 
Let Age at length with providential Care 
The neceffary Pile and Urn prepares 

All Rites, the cruel Civil War denies, 
Part ev'n of Pompey yet unbury‘d lyes. 


Tho’ 


oth 
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Tho’ vanquifh’d, yet by no Barbarian Hand 
Wefear not Exile in a foreign Land, 
Nor are our Necks by Fortune now befpoke, 
Tobear the Scythian or Armenian Yoke ; 
The Victor ftill a Citizen we own; 
And yield Obedience to the Roman Gown. 


| While Psszpey liv'd; He bore the Sov'reign Sway, 


: (efor was next, and him we now obey ; 


~~ ite 
ee neal 
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With Reverence be the facred Shade ador’d, 

But War has giv’n us now another Lord; 

To Cefar and fuperior Chance we yield : 

All was determin’d in Evmathia’s Field. 

Nor thall our Arms on other Leaders wait, | 
Nor for uncertain Hopes moleft the State, ¢ 
Wefollow’d Pompey once, but now we follow Fate. 


What Terms, what Safety can we hope for now, 


But what the Victor's Mercy fhall allow > 


Once 
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Once Pompey’s Prefetice juftify’d the Caufe, 
Then fought we for our Liberties and Laws 4 
With him the Honours of that Caufe lye dead, 
And all the Sanctity of War is fled. 

If, Cato, thou for Rome thefe Arins doft bears 
If fill, thy Country only; be thy Care, 

Seck we the Legions where Rome's Enfigns flys 
Where her proud Eagles wave her Wings on high, ~ 
No matter who to Pompey's Pow’r fucceeds, 


We follow where a Roman Conful leads. 


Thus faid, he leap'd Aboard ; the youthful Sort — 
Join in his Flight, and hafte to leave the Ports 
The fenflefs Croud their Liberty difdain, 

And long to-wear victorious C efar's Chain; 
Tyrannick Pow’r now fudden feem‘d to threat 
The ancient Glories of Rome's free-born State, 
"Till Cato fpoke, and thus deferr'd her Fate. | 
| Did 


The Ninth Book of LUCAN. 77 


Did then your Vows and fervile Pray’rs confpire 
~ Nought but a haughty Mafter to defire > 
| ‘Did you, when eager for the Battel, come 
The Slaves of Pompey, not the Friends of Rome ? | 
Now, weary of the Toil, from War you fly, 
And idly Jay your ufelefs Armours by; 
Your Hands neglect to wield the fhining Sword, 
Nor can you fight but for a King and Lord. 
Some mighty Chief you want, for whom to Sweat; 
Your felves you know not, or at leaft forget, 
_ And fondly bleed, that others may be great; 
Meanly you toil to give your felves away, 
And die to leave the World a Tyrant's Prey. 
The Gods and Fortune do at length afford 
A Caufe moft worthy of a Roman Sword, 
At length ‘tis fafe to conquer. ‘Pompey now 
Cannot by your Succefs too Potent STOW 5 

G Yet 
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Yet now ignobly you with-hold your Hands, 
When nearer Liberty your Aid demands. 

Of three who durft the fovereign Pow’r invades 
Two by your Fortune’s kinder Doom lye dead 
And (hall the Pharian Sword and Parthian Bow 
Do more far Liberty and Reme, than you? ; 
Bafe as ye are, in vile Subjection go, 

And foorn what ‘Prolomy did ill beftow. 
Ignobly Innocent, and meanly Good, 

You durft not ftain your hardy Hands in Blood 
feebly a-whike you fought, but foon did yield, 
And fled the firft from dire Phar/falia’s Field 
Go then fecure, for Cefar will be good, 

Will pardon thofe who are with Eafe fubdu'd; 
“The pitying Vidor will in Mercy {pare 

_ The Wretch, who never durft provoke his War. 
Go, fordid Slaves; one lordly Mafter gones 
Like Heirlooms go from Father to the Son, 


é@ 
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Still to enhance your fervile Merit more, 
Bear fad Cornelia weeping from the Shore; 
Meanly for Hire expofe the Matron’s Life, 
Meelus Daughter fell, and Pompey’s Wife, 
Tike too this Sons: Let Ce/far find in you 
Wretehes chat may ev’n Ptolomy out-do. 
But kt not my devoted Life be {par’d, 
The Tyrant greatly ‘fhall that Deed reward ; — 
Such is the Price of Cato’s hated Head, 
That all your former Wars fhall well be paid; 
Kill me, and in my Blood do Cz/ar Right, 
Tis mean to have no other Guilt but Flight. 


He faid, and ftopp’d the flying Naval Pow’r ; 
Back they return’d repenting to the Shore. 


| As when the Bees their waxen Town forfake, 


Carelefs in Air their wandring way they take, 


Gea No 
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No more in cluftring Swarms condens’d they fly, — 
But fleet uncertain thro’ the various.Sky ; © 

No more from Flow’rs they fuck the ltquid Sweet, 
But all their Cares and Induftry forget : 

Then if at length the tinkling Brafs they hear, 
With {wift-amaze their flight they foon forbear 5 
Sudden their flow’ry Labours they renews 

Hang on the Thyme, and fip the balmy Dew. 
Mean time, fecure on Hyd/a’s fragrant Plain, 
With Joy exults the’happy Shepherd Swain; 
Proud that his Art had thus preferv'd his Stores 
He {corns to think his homely Cottage poor. 

With fuch prevailing force did Cato’s Care 

The fierce impatient Soldiers Minds prepare, 


To learn Obedience, and endure the War. 


And now their Minds, unknowing of Repofe, 
With bufie Toil to exercife he chofe ; 
| “Stik 


| 
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Still with fucceflive Labours are they ply'd, — 
And oft in long and weary Marches try’d. 
Before Cyrene’s Walls they now fit down 5 
And here the Victor's Mercy well was fhown, 
He takes no Vengeance of the Captive Town; 
Patient he {pares, and bids the Vanquith’d live, 
Since Cato, who could conquer, could forgive. 
Hence, Lybian Fuba’s Realms they mean t’ explore, 
Juba, who borders on the {warthy Moor, | 
But Nature’s Boundaries the Journey ftay, 
The Syrts are fix’d athwart the middle way 5 
Yet led by daring Virtue on they prefs, 
Scorn Oppofition, and ftill hope Succefs, 


When Nature’s Hand the firft Formation try'd, 
When Seas from Lands the did at firft divide, 
The Syrts, nor quite of Sea nor Land bereft, 

A mingled Mafs uncertain ftill the left 5 
G 3 | For 
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_ For nor the Land with Seas is quite o’er-fpread, 
Nor fink the Waters deep their oozy Bed, ¢ 
Nor Earth defends its Shore, nor lifts aloft 1ts Head. = 
"The Site with neither, and with each complies, | 

Doubtful and inacceflible it lyess 

Or ‘tis a Sea with Shallows bank’d around, 

Or ‘tis a broken Land with Waters drown’d; 

Here Shores advanc’d o'er Neptune’s Rule we find, 
And there an inland Ocean lags behind. 

Thus Nature's purpofe by her felf deftroy'd, , 
Is ufelefs to her felf and unimploy’d, ¢ 
And part of her Creation ftill is void. 

Perhaps when firft the World and Time began, — 
Here {welling Tides and plenteous Waters rans 

But long confining on the burning Zone, | 

The finking Seas have felt the neighb’ring Sun; 
Still by degrees we fee how they decay, 

And {carce refift the thirfty God of Day. , 
_ 4 : Perhaps, : 


se 


The Nisth Book of LUCAN. 83. 
. Perhaps, in diftant Ages, ‘twill be found, 
3 When future Suns have run the burning round, ¢ 
. Thefe Syrts thall all be dry and folid Ground : 
| Small are the Depths their {canty Waves retain, 
| And Earth grows daily on the yielding Main. 
| 


And now the loaden Fleet with adjve Oars 

Divide the liquid Plam, and leave the Shores, 
When cloudy Skies a gath’ring Storm prefage, - 
And Aufter from the South began to rages 
Full from the Land the founding Tempeft roars, 
Repells the {weling Surge, and {weeps the Shores , 
The Wind purfues, drives on the rolling Sand, 
And gives new Limits to the growing Land ; 
Spight of the Seaman's Toil the Storm prevails, 
In vain with skilful Strength he hands the Sails, 
In vain the cordy Cables bind ‘em faft, 
At once it rips and rends ‘em from the Matt; | 

G 4 At 
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At once the Winds the fluttering Canvas tear, 

Then whirl and whisk it thro’ the {portive Air, 

Some timely for the rifing Rage prepar’d, 

Furl the loofe Sheet, and lath it to the Yard : 
In vain their Care ; fudden the furious Blaft 
Snaps by the Board, and bears away the Maft; 
Of Tackling, Sails, and Maft, at once bereft, 
The Ship a naked helplefs Hull is left. 

Forc’d round and round, fhe quits her purpos’d way, 

And bounds uncertain o’er the fwelling Sea. 

But happier fome a fteady Courfe maintain, © 

Who ftand far out, and keep the deeper Main, 
"Their Matts they cut, and driving with the Tide, 

~ Safe o'er the Surge beneath the Tempeft ride; 

In vain did from the Southern Coaft their Foe, 

All black with Clouds, old ftormy Aufer blow ; 

Lowly fecure amidft the Waves they lay, 839 4 
Them did old Ocean fpight of Winds convey, ¢ 
Heay!d his broad Back, and roll’d ‘em on their way.» 
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Some on the Shallows ftrike, and doubtful ftand, 
Part beat by Waves, part fix’d upon the Sand. 


| Now pent amidft the Shoals the Billows roar, 


, 


Dafh on the Banks, and {corn the new-made Shore : 
Now by the Wind driv’n on in heaps they {well, 
The ftedfaft Banks both Winds and Waves repel : 
Still with united Force they rage in vain, 

The fandy Piles their Station fix’d maintain, — ¢ 


And lift their Heads fecure amidft the watry Plain. 


With weeping Eyes the Shipwrack'd Seamen ftand, 


There *{cap’d from Seas, upon the faithlefs a 


"And caft afhore, look vainly out for Land. 


Thus fome were loft; but far the greater part 
Preferv’d from danger by the Pilot’s Art, 

Keep on their Courfe, a happier Fate partake, - 
And reach in fafety the Tritonian-Lake. 

Thefe Waters to the tuneful God are dear, 


Whofe vocal Shell the Sea-green Nerecds hear; 
7 Thefe 
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Thefe Pallas Loves, fo tells reporting Fame, 

Here firft from Heav’n to Earth the Goddefs came, 

(Heav’ns Neighbourhood the warmer Clime betrays, 

And fpeaks the nearer Sun’s immediate Rays) | 

Here her firft Footfteps on the brink fhe ftaid, i 

Here in the the watry Glafs her Form furvey’d, § 

And call’dher felf, from hence, the chafte Tritonian 7 
Maid. j 

Here Lethe’s Streams from fecret Springs below, 

Rife to the Light ; here heavily, and flow, 

The filent dull forgetful. Waters flow ; 

Here, by the wakeful Dragon kept of old, 

_ Hefperian Plants grew rich with living Gold ; 

| Long fince the Fruit was from the Branches torn, 

_ And now the Gardens their loft Honours mourn : 

Such was in ancient Times the Tale receiv’d, 


Such by our good Forefathers was believ’d 5 | 
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| Nor let Enquirers the Tradition wrong, 


-- ae sow 


Or dare to queftion, now; the Poet’s facred Song: 
Then take it for a truth, the wealthy Wood 

Here under golden Boughs low bending ftood; 

On fome large Tree his Folds the Serpent wound, 
The fair Hefpersan Virgins watch’d around, ¢ 
And join’d to guard the rich forbidden Ground; 
But great Aicides came to end their Care, 

Strip’d the gay Grove, and left the Branches bare; 
Then back returning fought the rgive Shore, 
And the bright Spoil to proud Zarsheus bore. 


Thefe famous Regions and the Syrts o'erpatt, 
They reach’d the Garamantian Coaft at laft; 
Here under Pompey’s Care the Navy lyer, 

The gentleft Clime beneath the Lydian Skies. 


Bat 
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But Cato’s Soul, by Dangers unreftrain’d, 
Eafe and a dull unactive Life difdain’d. 
His daring Virtue urges to go on 
Thro’ Defart Lands, and Nations yet unknown 5 _ 
To march, and prove th’ unhofpitable Ground, 
To fhun the Syrts, and lead the Soldier round. 
Since now tempeftuous Seafons vex the Sea, 
And the declining Year forbids the watry Way 5 
_ He fees the cloudy drizling Winter near, 
And hopes kind Rains may cool the fultry Air: — 
So happ'ly may they journey on fecure; 
Nor burning Heats, nor killing Frofts endure ; 


But while cool Winds the Winter’s Breath fupplies~ ; 
— With gentle Warmth the Lydzan Sun may rife, ¢ 


And both may join and temper well the Skies. 
But e’er the toilfom March he undertook, 


The Hero thus the liftning Hoaft befpoke: \ 


Fellows 
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Fellowsin Arms! whofeBlifs, whofe chiefeft Good 


_ |s Rome’s Defence, and Freedom bought with Bloods 


a ane — 


You, who, to die with Liberty, from far 
Have follow’d Cato in this fatal War, 


| Be now for Virtue’s nobleft Task prepar’d, 


For Labours many, perillous and hard. 
Think thro’ what burning Climes,what Wilds we . 
No leafie Shades the naked Defarts know, 
Nor filver Streams thro’ flowry Meadows flow. 
But Horrors there and various Deaths abound, 
And Serpents guard th’ unhofpitable Ground, 
Hard is the Way; but thus our Fate demands ; 
Rome and her Laws we feek amidft thefe Sands. 
Let thofe who glowing with their Country’s Love, 
Refolve with me thefe dreadful Plains to prove, _ 
Nor of Return nor Safety once debate, 
But only dare to go, and leave the reft to Fate. 

| | Think 
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Think not I mean the Dangers to difguife, 

Or hide ‘em ftom the cheated Vulgar’s Eyes 3 
Thofe, only thofe, hall in my Fate partakes — 

_ Who love the Daring for the Danger’s fakes 

Thofe who can fuffer all that worft can come, — 
And think it what they owe themfelves and Rome. : 
If any yet fhall doubt, or yet fhall fear; 

If Life be, more than Liberty, his Care ; : 
Here, e’er we journey further, let him flay, 
- Inglorious let him, like a Slaves. obey, 
And feek a Mafter in fome {afer way. 

Foremoft, behold, | lead you to the Toil, 

_ My Feee fhall foremoft print the dufty Soil: 

Strike me the firft, thou flaming God of Day, 

Firft let me feel thy fierce, thy fcorching Ray 5 

Ye living Poifons all, ye fnaky Train, 

Meet me the firft upon the fatal Plain. 


In 
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In ev'ry Pain, which you my Warriors fear, 
Let me be firft, and teach you how to bear. 
Who fees me pant for Drought, or fainting firft, 
Let him upbraid me, and complain of Thirft. 
Ifeer for Shelter to the Shades I fly, 
Me let him curfe, mey for the fultry Sky. 
If while the weary Soldier marches on, 


Your Leader by diftinguifh’d Eafe be known, ¢ 


Forfake my Caufe, and leave me there alone. 

The Sands, the Serpents, Thirft, and burning Heats 
Are dear to Patience, and to Virtue {weet ; 

Virtue, that {corns on Cowards Terms to pleafe, 
Or cheaply to be bought, or won with Eafe; 

But then She joys, then {miles upon her State, 
Then faireft to her felf, then moft compleat, ¢ 
When glorious Danger makes her truly great. 

So Lybia’s Plains alone fhall wipe away 

The foul Difhonours of Phar/falsa’s Day 3 
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So fhall your Courage now, tranfcend that Fear ¢ 


’ You fled with Glory there, to Conquer here:’ 


He faid; and hardy Love of Toil infpir'ds °° 
_ Andev'ry Breaft with Godlike Ardor fir'd. 
Strait, carelefs of Return, without delay 

“Thro’ the wide Wafte he took his pathlefs Way. 

' Lybiay ordain’d to be his laft Retreat, : 


“Receives the Hero, fearlefs of his Fate; 


- Here the good Gods his laft of Labours doom, ; 

Here fhall his Bones and facred Dutt find rooms ¢ 
And his great Head behid within an humble Tomb. : 

_ If this large Globe be portion’d right by Fame, 

Then one third Part fhall fandy Lyéia claim : 

But if we count, as Suns defcend and rife, 


If we divide by Eaft and Weft the Skies, 


) Then 
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Then with fair Ewrope, Lpbia thall combine, 
And both fo make the Weftern Half thall join, 
Whilft wide-extended A/a fills the reft, 
Of all from Tanais to Nile pofleft, ¢ 
And reigns fole Emprefs of the dawning Eaft. 
Of all the Lybian Soil, the kindlieft found 
Far to the Weftern Seas extends its Bound s 
Where cooling Gales, where gentle Zephyrs fly, 
And fetting Suns adorn the gaudy Sky : 
And yet ev'’n here no Liquid Fountain’s vein 
Wells thro’ the Soil, and gurgles o'er the Plain : 
But from our Northern Clime, our gentler Heav'n, 
Refrefhing Dews and fruitful Rains are driv'n 5 
All bleak, the God, cold Boreas, {preads his Wing, 


' And with our Winter, gives the Lysan Spring. 


_ No wicked Wealth infects the fimple Soil, 


Nor golden Ores difclofe their fhining Spoil : 
H Pure 
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Pure is the Glebe, ’tis Earth, and Earth alone, 


To guilty Pride and Avarice unknown : 
There Citron Groves; the Native Riches, grows 


There cool Retreats and fragrant Shades beftow, 
And hofpitably skreen their Guefts below. 


Safe by their Leafy Office, long they ftood — 
A Sacred, Old, Unvielated Wood, 

"Till Rewsan Luxury. to Africk patty 

And Foreign Axes laid their Honours watte. 
Thus utmoft Lands:are. ranfack’d, to afford 
The far-feteh’d Dainttes, and the coftly Board. 
But rude and wafteful.all thofe Regions lye 
That:border on the Syrtsy and feek too nigh 
Their. fulery. Sumngex Suny and. parching Sky. 
No.Harvett,. there, the -fcatter’d. Grain:repays, 
- But withering dies; andie’er it fhoots. decays : 


There never Joves.to Apring the Mantling Vine, 
Nor wanton Ringlets.round her Elm to twine : 
| The 
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The thirty Duft prevents the fwelling Fruit, 

Drinks up the gen’rous Juice, and kills the Root; 
Thro’ fecret Veins no temp’ring Moiftures pafs, 
To bind with vifcous Force the mould’ring Mafs; 
But Genial Fove averfe, difdains to {miley 

Forgets, and curfes the neglected Soil. 

Thence lazy Nature droops her idle Head, 

" Asevry vegetable Senfe were dead; 

Thence the wide dreary Plains one Vifage wear, 
Alike in Summer, Winter, Spring appear, ¢ 
Nor feel the Turns of the revolving Year. 

Thin Herbage here (for fome ev’n here is found) 
The Nafamonian Hinds collect around ; 

A naked Race, and barbarous of Mind, 

That live upon the Loffes of Mankind ; 

The Syrés fupply their Wants and Barren Soil, 
And ftrow th’ unhofpitable Shores with Spoil. 


H 2 Trade 
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Trade they have none, but ready ftill they flandj, : 
Rapacious,.to invade the wealthy Strand, ¢ 

And holdaCommerce, thus, with ev'ry diftantLand. 


Thro’ this dire Country Cato’s Journey lay, 
Here he purfu’d, while Virtue led the Way. _ 
Here the bold Youth, led by his high Command, 
Fearlefs of Storms and raging Winds, by Land | 
Repeat the Dangers of the fwelling Main, 

And ftrive with Storms, and raging Winds again : 
Here all at large, where nought reftrains his Force, 
Impetuous Auffer runs his rapid Courfe 

Nor Mountains here, nor fteadfaft Rocks refift, 

But free he {weeps along the f{pacious Lift. 

No ftable Groves of antient Oaks arife, 

To tire his Rage, and catch him as he flies 


But wide around the naked Plains appear, . 
Here fierce he drives unbounded thro’ the Air, ¢ 


Roars, and exerts his dreadful Empire here. 
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The whirling Duft, like Waves in Eddies wrought> 
Rifing aloft, to the mid Heav'n is caught s 
- There hangs a fullen Cloud, nor falls again, 
Nor breaks, like gentle Vapours, into Rain. 
Gazing, the poor Inhabitant defcries, 
Where high above his Land and Cottage fliess 
Bereft, he fees his loft Poffeffions there, 
From Earth tranfported, and now fix’d in Air. 
Not rifing Flames attempt a bolder Flight; 
Like Smoke by rifing Flames unlifted, light 
~ The Sands afcend, and ftain theDay with Night. 


But now; his utmoft Pow’r and Rage to boaft, 
The ftormy God invades the Roman Hoft; 
The Soldier yields, unequal to the Shock, 
_ And ftaggers at the Wind's ftupendous Stroke. 
Amaz’d he fees that Earth, which lowly lays 


Forc’d from beneath his Feet, and torn away. 
H3 Oh 
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Oh Lybia! were thy pliant Surface bound, 

And form’d a folid, clofe compacted Ground; 

Or hadft thou Rocks, whofe Hollows deep below, 
Wou’d draw thofe ranging Winds that loofely blow ; 
Their Fury, by thy firmer Mafs oppos'd, 


~ Or in thofe dark infernal Caves inclos’d, 


Thy certain Ruin wou'd at once compleat, 


Shake thy Foundations, and unfix thy Seat: 


Thus not contending thou thy place haft held, 


But well thy flitting Plains have learn‘d to yield, 


Unfix’d art fix’d, and flying keep’ft the Field. — 

Helms, Spears and Shields, fnatch’d from the | 
warlike Hoft, 

Thro’ Heaven’s wide Regions. far away were toft; 

While diftant Nations, with Religious Fear, 

Beheld “em, as fome Prodigy in Air, ¢ 


_ And thought the Gods by, them denounc’d.a War. 


Such 
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Such hap'ly was the Chante, which firft did raife 


The pious Tale, in Prieftly Nume’s Days: 


\ 
ee 
. 
o 


Heav’n, 


™) | Such were thofe Shields, and thus they came from 
lov:| Aficred Charge to young Patricians giv’hs 
Puhaps long fince to lawlefs Winds a Prey, 
fron far Barbarians wete they fore’d away, . 
Thence thro’ long airy Journies fafe did come, : 
! To cheat the Crowd with Miracles at Rome. . - 


,4| Thus wide o’er Lydia rag’d the ftormy South, 


Thus ev'ry way aflail’d the Latian Youth: 

\ Each fev’ral Method for Defence they try, 

| Nowwrap their Garments tight, now clofe they lye: 
Now finking so the Earth, with. weight tley prefs» 


ct) Now clafp it to ‘em.wish a firong Embrace. 
Scarce in that Pofture fafe, the driving Blt 
Bears hard, and almoft heaves’emi off at laft, 
Mean time a fandy Flood comes rolling on, 
And fwelliog Heaps the proftrate Legions drowns 
_ Ht 4. New) 


ad 


a i 
ase 
y 
\ 


100 The Ninth Book of LUCAN, 

New to the fudden Danger, and difmaid, 

The frighted Soldier hafty calls for Aid, 

Heaves at the Hill, and ftruggling rears his Head. 

Soon fhoots the growing Pile, and rear’d on high, 

Lifts up its lofty Summit to the Sky : 

High fandy Walls, like Forts, their Paffage ftay, 

And rifing Mountains intercept their Way: 

The certain Bounds which fhould theiy ees) 1 
guide, a . 

The moving Earth and dufty Deluge hide ; ; | ; 

So Landmarks fink beneath the flowing Tide. aT ; 

As thro’ mid Seas uncertainly they move, . 

Led only by Fove’s facred Lights above; _ 

Part ev’n of them the Lybian Clime denies, | 

Forbids their native Northern Stars to rife, ¢ . 

And fhades the well-known Luftre from their Eyes: | 


_ Now near approaching to the burning Zone, 
Jo warmer, calmer Skies they journey'd on. 
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The flackning Storms the neighb‘ring Sun confefs, 


The Heat ftrikes fiercer, and the Winds grow lefs, 
Whilft parching Thirft and faintingSweats increafe. 
As forward on the weary Way they went, 


Panting with Drought, and all with Labour fpent, 


 Amidft the Defart, defolate and dry, 


One chanc’d a little trickling Spring to {py ; 


Proud of the Prize, he drain’d the fcanty Store, 


; Andin his Helmet to the Chieftain bore: 


Am I the meaneft of this Roman Holt! 


Around in Crowds the thirfty Legions ftood, 
Their Throats and clammyJaws withDuft beftrew’d ¢ 


Andall with wifhfulEyesthe liquid T'reafure view’d. 


Around the Leader caft his careful Look, 
Stenly, the tempting envy’d Gift he took, ¢ 


Held it, and thus the Giver fierce befpoke : 
And think’ft thou then that I want Virtue moft ! 


Am 
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Am I the firft foft Coward that complains ! 
‘That fhrinks, unequal to thefe glorious Pains ! 


Rather be thou, Bafe as thou art, Accurs’d, 
Thou that dar’ft Drink, when all befide thee Thirft. 
He faid; and wrathful flretching forth his Hand, 
’ Pour’d out the precious Draught upon the Sand. 
Well did the Water thus for all provide, 


~ Am Tin Eafe and Infamy the firft ! g 


Envy'd by none, while thus to all deny’d, ¢ * 


A little thus the gen’ral Want fupply’d. 


Now to the facred Temple they draw near, 
Whofe only Altars Lyjzes Lands revere; 
There, but unlike the Jove by Rome ador’d, 
A Form uncouth, ftands Heav'n's Almighty Lord. 
No regal Enfigns grace his potent Hand, 


a <i aw = -. 


Nor fhakes he there the Lightning's flaming Brand; - 


But, ruder to behold, a Horned Ram 


Belies the God, and Ammon is his Names 


Ee ep —, mt 
= ee ER etiam — a 


es eae 
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There tho’ he Reigns unrival’d and alone, 
O’er the rich Neighbours of the Torrid Zone, 
Tho’ fwarthy c Z¢hiops are to him confin’d, 
With Araby, the bleft, and wealthy Inde ; 

Yet no proud Domes are rais'd, no Gems are feen, 
To blaze upon his Shrines with coftly Sheen; 

But plain and poor, and unprophan’d he ftood, 

Such as, to whom our great Fore-fathersbow’d: 

A God of pious Times, and Days of Old, 

That keeps his Temple fafe from Roman Gold. 
Here, and here only, thro’ wide Lydia's Space, 
Tall Trees, the Land, and verdant Herbage grace ; 
Here the loofe Sands by plenteous Springs are bound, 


' Knit to a Mafs, and moulded into Ground: 


Here {miling Nature wears a fertile Drefs, 
And all “Fhings here the prefent God confefs. 
Yet here the Sun to neither Pole declines, 
Put from his Zenith vertically fhines ; 


Hence, 


- 
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Hence, ev'nthe Trees no friendly Shelter yield, | 
Scarce their own Trunks the leafy Branches thield 5 ie 
The Rays defcend direét, all round embrace, 
And toa central Point the Shadow chace. 
Here equally the middle Line is found, 
To cut the Radiant Zodiack in its Round: 
Here unoblique the Bul/ and Scorpion rife, 
Nor mount too fwift, nor leave too foon the Skies 5 .. 
Nor Libra do’s too long the Rem attend, ; 
Nor bids the Maid the fi/ay Sign defcend. 
The Boys and Centaur juftly Time divide, 
And equally their fev’ral Seafons guide: 
Alike the Craé and wintry Goat return, 
Alike the Lyon and the flowing Urn. 
If any farther Nations yet are known, 
Beyond the Lybian Fires, and {corching Zones 
Northward from them the Sun’s bright Courfe is made 
And to the Southward ftrikes the leaning Shade: 

| There 


—- 
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There Slow Bootes, with his lazy Wain 
Defcending, feems to reach the wat’ry Main. 
Of all the Lights which high above they fee; 1 
No Star whate‘er from Neptune's Waves is free, 


: : : ° 
The whirling Axle drives ‘em round, and plunges 


in the Sea. 


Before the Temple’s Entrance, at the Gates 
Attending Crowds of Eaftern Pilgrimswait : 
Thefe from the horned God expect Relief; 
But all give way before the Latian Chief. 


Curious of Fate, of future Good and III, 

And fond to prove Prophetick Ammon's Skill, 
Intreat their Leader to the Gods wou’d go, 
And from this Oracle Rome’s Fortunes know : 
But Labienus chief the Thought approv’d, 


His Hoft, (as Crowds are Superftitious ftill) 


And thus the common Suit to Cato mov'd. 
Chance; 
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Chance, and the Fortiine of the Way, he faid, 

Have brought Fove's facred Counfels toour Aid 5 

‘This Greateft of the Gods, this Mighty Chiefs * 

In each Diftrefs thall be a fure Relief ; : 

Shall point the diftant Dangers from afary 

And teach the future Fortunes of the War: 

To thee, Oh Cato ! Pious ! Wife! and Juft ! 

"Their dark Decrees the cautious Gods fhall truft 5 

To thee their Fore-determin’d Will thall tell t 

~ Their Will has been thy Law, and thou haft kept - 
it well. | 

Fate bids thee now the Noble Thought —. 5 

Fate brings thee here, to meet and talk with Jove. 

~ Inquire betimes, what various Chance fhall come 

To Impious Ce/ar, and thy Native Rome; ; ¢ : 

Try to avert, at leaft, thy Country’s Doom. —, 


: Ask ° 
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Ask if thefe Arms our Freedom fhall reftore: 
Or elfe, if Laws and Right thall be no more. 
Be thy great Breaft with Sacred Knowledge fraught, 
To lead. us in the wandring Maze of Thought : 
Thou, that to Virtue ever wert enclin’d, 


_ .Learn what it 1s, how certainly Defin’d, ¢ 
And leave fome Perfect Rule to guide Mankind. 


Full of the God that dwelt within his Breaft, 
The Hero thus his fecret Mind exprefs'd, well 
And In-born Truths reveal’d, Truths, which might 
Become ev’n Oracles themfelves to tell. 


Where woud thy fond, thy vain Enquiry go? 
What Myftick fate, what Secret wou'dft thou know ? 


Is it a Doubt if Death thou’d be my Doom, 
Rather than live till Kings and: Bondage come, ¢ | 


Rather than fee a Tyrant crown’d in Rome ? 
Or 
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Or wou'dft thou know if, what we value heré, — 
Life, be a Trifle hardly worth our Care ? 

What by Old Age and Length of Days we gain; 
More than to Jengthen out the Senfe of Pain? 


The univerfal Malice of Mankind, © 
‘Can fhake or hurt the Brave and Honeft Mind? 


If ftable Virtue can her Ground maintain, 


Or if this World, with all its Forces join‘d, | ¢ 


While Fortune feebly threats and frowns in vain? | 
If Good in lazy Speculations dwell, 

And barely be the Wi/ of Doing well > 

If Right be.independent of Succefsy _ 

And Conqueft cannot make it more nor lefs > 

Are thefe, my Friend, the Secretsthou wou’dft know, 
Thofe Doubts for which to Oracles we go> 

’Tis known ’tis plain,:’tis all already told, 


And Horned Ammon can no more unfold : 


From 


~~ new pee — Ne 


The Ninth Book of LUCAN. 109 
From God dériv'd, to God by Nature join’d, 
We a& the Di@ates of his Mighty Mind : 
And tho’ the Priefts are mute, and Temples ftill, 
God never wants a Voice to {peak his Will. 
When firft we from the teemingWomb were brought, 


— With in-born Precepts then our Souls were fraught,» 


——————— 


And then the Maker his new Creatures taught. 
Then when he form’d and gave us to be Men, - 
He gave us all our ufeful Knowledge, Zhen. 

Can’ft thou believe, the Vaft Eternal Mind 

Was e'er to Syrés and Lybzan Sands confin’d ? | 
That he wou'd chufe this wafte, this barren Ground, 
To teach the thin Inhabitants around, ¢ 
And leave his Truth in Wilds and Defarts drown’d? 

Is there a Place that God would chufe to love 
Beyond this Earth, the Seas, yon Heav'n above, ¢ 
And virtuous Minds,the Nobleft Throne for Fove ? 


vas | | I — Why 


t 
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How all thou fee’ft do’s with the God abound, 


Why feek we farther then ? Behold around, ‘ 


Fove is alike in all, and always to be found. 


* Let thofe'weak Minds, who live in doubt and fedr, ~ 


Fo juggling Priefts for Oracles repair ; 

Qne certain Hour of Death to each decreed, 
My fixt, my certain Soul from Doubt has freéd $ 
The Coward, ard the Brave, are doom'd to falls 
And when Jove told this Truth, he told us all. 
So {poke the Hero sand to keeb his word 

Nor Ammon, nor his:Oracle explor'd ; 

But Jeft-the Crowd at freedom to believe, 

And take {uch Anfwers as the Prieft fhou'd give. 


Foremoft on foot he treads the burning Sandy 
Bearing his Arms in his own patient hand 5 
Scorning another’s weary Neck to prefs, 

Or ina lazy Chariot loll at Eafe , 
| The 
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The panting Soldier to his Toil fucceeds, 

| Where no Command, but great Example leads. 

Sparing of Sleep, ftill for the Reft he wakes, 

| And at the Fountain laft his Thirft he flakes ; 

: Whene’er by Chance fome living Stream is found, 
He fiands and fees the cooling Draughts go round, 
Stays “till the laft and meaneft Drudge be paft, 

And ’till his Slaves have Drunk, difdains to tafte. 
If true good Men deferve Immortal Fame, 
If Virtue, tho’ diftrefs'd, be ftill the fame ; 

| Whate’er our Fathers greatly dar’d to do, 

Whate'er they Bravely bore, and Wifely knew; ¢ 

Their Virtues all are his, and all their Praife his due. 
Whoe’er with Battels fortunately fought, 

Whoe’er with Roman Blood fuch Honours bought? 

- This Triumph, this on Lydia's utmoft Bound, 

~ With Death and Defolation compafs'd round, 


I 2 To 
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To all thy Glories, Pompey, I prefer, 

Thy Trophies, and thy third Triumphal Car, | 

To Mariu’s mighty Name, and great Jugurthine | 
War. - (J. 

His Country's Father here, © Rome, behold; 

Worthy thy Temples, Priefts, and Shrines of Gold: 

If e’er thou break thy lordly Matfter’s _— 

If Liberty be e’er reftor’d again, 

Him fhalt thou place in thy divine Abodes, — 

Swear by his holy Name,and rank him withthy Gods. 


/ wt 


Now to thofe fult’ry Regions were they paft, 
Which Jove to ftop enquiring Mortals plac’ ‘d, 
And as their utmoft; Southern Limits, caft. 
Thirfty, for Springs they fearch the Defart round, 
_ And only one amidft the Sands they found ; 
Well ftor'd it was, butall Accefs was barr’d ; 

The Stream ten thoufand noxious Serpents guard / 
| Dry ; 
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Dry 4/picks on the fatal Margin ftood, 
And Dip/a's thirfted in the middle Flood s 
Back from the Stream the frighted Soldier flyes, 
Tho’ parch’d, and languifhing for Drink, hedies: 
The Chief beheld, and faid, You fear in vain, 
Vainly from fafe and healthy Draughts abftain, ¢ 
My Soldier, drink, and dread not Death or Pain. 
When urg’d to rage, their Teeth the Serpents fix, 
And Venom with our vital Juices mix ; . 
The Peft infus'd, thro’ ev’ry Vein runs round, — 
Infe@ts the Mafs, and Death is in the Wound. 
Harmlefs and fafe, no Poifon here they thed: 
He faid;, and firft the doubtful Draught effay'd ; 
He,who thro’ all their March,their Toil their Dhirft, 
Demanded here alone to drink the firft, 


Why Plagues, like thefe, infeft the Lyézan Air, 
Why Deaths unknown in variousShapes appear s 
I 3 ‘Why 
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Why fruitful to deftroy the curfedLand © 
I; temper’d thus, by Nature’s fecret hand ; 
Dark and obfcure the hidden Caufe remains, 
And ftill deludes the vain Enquirer’s Pains, 
Unlefs a Tale for Truth may be believ'd, 
And the good-natur’d World be willingly deceiv'd. ~ 

Where Weftern Waves on fartheft Lydia beat, » - 
Warm’d with the fetting Sun’s defcending feat, ¢ 
Dreadful Medufa fix’d her Horrid Seat; 


No leafy Shade, with kind Protection, fhields 
The rough, the fquallid unfrequented Fields ; 


» 


No mark of Shepherds, or the Plowman’s Tol, 
To tend the Flocks, or turn the mellow Soil: 
But rude with Rocks, the Region all around, 

Its Miftrefs, and her Potent Vifage own'd. 

?T was from this Monfter to affli@ Mankind, 
That Nature firft produc’d the Snaky Kind ; 
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On her at firft their forky Tongues appear’d; 
From her their dreadful Hiflings firft were heard. 
Some wreath’d in Folds upon her Temples hung ; 
Some backwards to her Wafte depended long ; 
Some with their rifing Crefts her Forehead deck, 
Some wanton play, and lafh her {welling Neck : 
And while her Hands the curling Vipers comb, 
Poifon diftills around, and Drops of livid Foam. 


None, who beheld the Fury, could complain 5 
So fwift their Fate, preventing Death and Pain: ° 
E’er they had Time to fear, the Change came on; 
And Motion, Senfe and Life were loft in Stone-: 
The Soul it felf, from fudden Flight debar’d, 
Congealing, in the Body’s -fortune fhar'd. 

The Dire Eumenides could rage infpire, — 


But could no more ; the tuneful Zhracian Lyre 


I4 7 ‘Tnfer- 
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Infernal Cerberus did foon affwage, 

Lull'd him to Reft, and footh’d his triple Rage ; 
Hydra’s fev'n Heads the bold Alcides view'd, 
Safely he faw, and what he faw fubdu’d : 

_ Of thefe in various Terrors each excell’ds 

But all to this Superior Fury yield. 

Phorcus and Ceto, next to Neptune he, 
Immortal both, and Rulers of the Sea, 

‘This Monfter’s Parents did their Offspring dread, 
And from her fight her Sifter Gorgons fled. 

Old Ocean's Waters, and the liquid Air, 

The univerfal World her Pow’r might fear : 

AJl Nature’s beauteous Works fhe cou’d invade, 
Thro’ every Part a lazy Numnefs fhed, | ‘ | 
And over all a ftony Surface {pread. , . 
Birds intheir flight were ftopt, and pond’rous grown, . 
Forgot their Pinions, and fell fenflefs down. 
Beafts to the Rocks were fix’d, and all around 


Were Tribes of Stone and Marble Nations found. 
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No living Eyes fo fell a Sight could bear, VW 
' Her Snakes themfelves, all deadly tho’ they were, 
Shot backward from her Face, and fhrunk away | 
for fear. i 
| By her a Rock Tstanzan Atlas grew, | 
And Heav’n by her the Gyants did fubdues 
Hard was the Fight, and Fove was half difmay’d, 
"Till Pallas brought the Gorgon to his Aid: 
The heav’nly Nation laid afide their Fear, 
For foon fhe finifh’d the Prodigious War ,; 
To Mountains turn'd, the Monfter Race remains 


The Trophies of her Pow’r on the Phlegrean Plains. 


The Son of Danae and golden Fove, 
Attempts a Flight thro’ airy Ways above. 
The Youth Cy/lenian Hermes Aid implor’d; 
The God affited with his Wings and Sword, 


To feek this Monfter, and her Fate to prove, 


His 
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His Sword; which late made watchful Argos bleed, 
And Jo from her cruel Keeper freed; . 
Unwedded Pallas lent a Sifter’s Aid; | 
But ask’d, for recompence, Medu/a’s Head. 
Faftward fhe warns her Brother bend his flight, . 
_ And from the Gorgon Realms avert his Sight; _ 
Then arms his Left with her refulgent Shield, 
And fhews how there the Foe might be beheld. 
Deep Slumbers had the drowzy Fiend pofleft, 
Such as drew on, and well might feem her laf: 
_ And yet fhe flept not whole ; one half her Snakes _ 
Watchful, to guard their horrid Miftrefs, wakes 5 
The reft. dithevel’d, loofely, round her Head, 
And o'er her drowzy ‘Lids and Face were {pread, 
Backward the Youth draws nears nor dares to looks 
But blindly; at a venture, aims a.Stroke : 
> His fal’ ring Hand the Virgin Goddefs guides, | 
" - And from the Montter’s Neck her {naky Head divide S. 
: | —  . But 


were ee 
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But oh! what Art, what Numbers can exprefs ._ 
The Terrors’ of the dying Gergon’s Face ! 
What Clouds of Poifon from her Lips arife | (Eyes ! 
What Death, what vaft Deftruction threaten’d in her 
‘Twas fomewhat that immortal Gods might fear, 
More than the warlike Maid her felf could bear. — 
The victor Per/eas {till had been fubdu’d, 
Tho wary ftill, with Eyes averfe he ftood ; 
Had not his heav’nly Sifter’s timely Care 
Veil’d the dread Vifage with the hiffing Hairs 
Seis’d of his Preys Heav’nwards, uplifted light, 
On Hermes nimble Wings, he took his flight. 
Now thoughtful.of hisCourfe, he hung in Air, 
And meant, thro’ Europe's happy Clime to fteer s. 
"Till pitying Pallas warn’d him not to blaft 
Her fruitful Fields, nor lay her Cities wafte. 


For who would not have upwards -caft their Sight, 


Curious to gaze.at fuch a wond’rous Flight> 


There- | 
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Therefore by Gales of gentle Zephirs born, 
To Lybia’s Coaft the Heroe minds to turn. 
‘Beneath the fult’ry Line, expos’d it lies 

To deadly Planets, and malignant Skies. 
Still with his fiery Steeds, the God of Day 
Drives thro’ that’ Heav'n,and marks his burning Way: 
No Land more high ereéts its lofty head, 

The filver Moon in dim Eclipfe to thade , 

If thro’ the Summer Signs direct She run, . 
Nor bends obliquely, North or South, to fhun ) ¢ 
The envious Earth that hides her from the Sun. 

Yet cou’d this Soil accurft, this barren Field, 
Increafe of Deaths, and pois’nous Harvefts yield. * 
Where-c’er Sublime in Air the Victor flew, 

The Monfter’s Head diftill’d a deadly Dew ; ¢ rt 
The Earth receiv'd the Seed, and pregnant grew. * 


. 
<, 


Still as the putrid Gore dropt on the Sand, 
”*T was temper’d up by Nature's forming hand ; 
The 
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| The glowing Climate makes the Work compleat, 
| And broods upon the Mafs, and lends it genial Heat. 
| | | 
| Firft of thofe Plagues the drowzy /p appear’d, 
| Then firft her Creft and {welling Neck fhe rear'd; 
| A larger drop of black congealing Blood 
Diftinguifh’d her amidft the deadly Brood. 
Of all the Serpent Race are none fo fell, 
None with fo many Deaths, fuch plenteous Venom 
{well ; 
| Chill in themfelvesy our colder Climes they fhun, 
And chufe to bask in Afric’s warmer Sun; 
But Ni/e no more confines “em now : What Bound 
Can for infatiate Avarice be found ! 
F reighted with Lydsaz Deaths our Merchants come, 
And pois’nous 4/ps are things of Price at Rome. 


Her 
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Her {caly Folds th’ Hemorrhozs unbends, 

And her vaft length along the Sands extends ; 
Where-e’er fhe wounds, from ev'ry Part the Blood 
Guthes refiftlefs in a Crimfon flood. .- 


_ Amphibious fome do in the. Syrts abound, 
And now on Land, in Waters now are found.. 


Slimy Chelyder’s the parch’d Earth diftain, 
And trace a reeking Furrow on the Plain. 


The {potted Cenchris, rich in various Dyes, - 
‘Shoots in a line, ‘and forth direétly flyes 

Not Theban Marbles are fo gayly drefs'd, 
Nor with fach party-colour’d Beauties grac‘. 


Safe 
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| 
| Safe in his ¢arthy Hue and dusky Skin, 
Th’ Ammodytes lurks in the Sands unfeen. 
The * Swimmer there the cryftal Stream pollutes ; 
| Aad {wift, thro’ Air, the flying * Zaveliz fhoots. 
| The Scytale, e'er yet the Spring returns, 
- ‘There cafts her Coat ; and there the Dip/as burns, 
The Amphisbana doubly arm’d appears, 
At either end a threat’ning Head he rears. 
Ruis'd on his ative Tail the Parees ftands, 
; And as he paffes, furrows up the Sands. 
The Prefer by his foaming Jaws is known 5 
The Seps invades the Flefh and firmer Bone, 
Diffolves the Mafs of Man, and melts his F =| 


down. 


pyrene. 


The Bajfilisk, with dreadful hifings heard, 
And from afar by ev'ry Serpent fear’d, 


* Names of Serpents, Natrix, Jaculum. 
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To diftance drives the Vulgar, and remains — 
The lonely. Monarch of the defart Plains. 


And yous ye Dragons of the fcaly Race; 

- Whom glittering Gold and fhining Armours graces 

In other Nations harmlefs are you found, 

Theis guardian Genzi and Protectors own’d; 

In Afri¢ only are you fatal ; There, ; 
On wide-expanded Wings, fublime you rear ¢ | 
Your dreadful Forms, and drive the yielding Air. 
The lowing Kine in droves you chace, and cull 
Some Mafter of the Herd, fome mighty Bull : 
Around his ftubborn Sides your Tails you twit, 

: By force comprefsy and burft his brawny Cheft. 

Not Elephants are by their larger fize 

Secure, but with the reft become your prize. 
Refiftlefs in your Might, you all invade, 

And for Deftruction need not Poifon’s Aid. 


Thus 


Ewe 
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Thus,thro’ a thoufand Plagues around ’em fpread, 
A weary March the hardy Soldiers tread, ¢ 
Thro’ Thirft; thro’ Toil and Death, by Cato led. 
Their Chief, with pious Grief and deep Regret, | 


“Each mpment mourns his Friends untimely Fates 


Wond’ring, he fees fome fmall, fome trivial Wound 
Extend a valiant Roman on the Ground, 

Alas, a noble Youth of Zyrrbene Blood, ~ 

Who bore the Standard, on a ‘Dsp/es trodes 
Backward the wrathful Serpent bent er Head; 
And, fell with Rage, th’ unheeded wrong repay’d. 


~ Scarce did fome little mark of Hurt remain, 
' And fcarce he found fome little fenfe of Pains 


. Nor cou’d he yet the Danger doubt, nor fear 
_ That Death, with all its Terrors threaten‘d there. 
| When lo! unfeen, the fecret Venom {preads, =~ 


And ev’ry nobler. Part at once invades 5 _ 
K | Swift 
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Swift Flames confume the Marrow and the Brain, 
And the fcorch’d Eintrails tage with burning Pain; 
Upon his Heart the thirfty Poifohs prey, _- 

Arid dain the faced Juice of Life away 5. 

No. kindly floods of Moifture. bathe his Torgue, 
But cleaving to the parching Roof it hung 5 

No trickling. Drops diltil, no dewy Sweat, 

To eafe his-weaty Limbs atid cool the raging Heat. | 


Nor cou’d he Weep ev’n Grief cou'd not fupply 
Streams for the mouinful office of his Eye, ¢ 


The-nevet failing fource of Tears was dry, 


Frdntitk hé flyes, and witha carelefs Hand —« 
Hurls the negleéted Bagdée on the Sand, ¢ 
Noriteats, tor thindsshis.pitying Chief's Command : « 
For Sptings he-fecks, he digs, he proves the Ground, 
For Springs, in vain, explores the Defart round, 

For cooling Draughts, which might their Aid impart, 
And quench the burning Venom in his Heat. 
: , Plung’d 
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| Plune’d in the Tanats, the RAdne, or Po, | . 
Or Nile,whofe wand'’ring Streams o'er Ezypt tong 

‘Still wou’d he rage, ftill with the Feaver glow. 

' The fcorching Climate to his Fate confpires, 

: And Lyéca’g Sun affts the Dip/a’s Fircs. 

Now ev'ry where for Drink, in vain, he pries, 
Now to the Syrts and briny Seas he flies ; ¢ 
The briny Seas delight, but feem not to fuffice : 

_ Nor yet he knows what fecret Plasue he nurs’, 

= or found the Peifon, but believd i it Thirft. 

OF Thirft, and Thirft alone, he ftill complains, 
Raving for Thirft, he teare his fwelling Veins; 
From ev'ry Vetlel drains a Crimfon Floed, | 
And quaffs in greedy Draughts his vital Blood. 


This Cate faw, and ftraight without delay, — 
Conmmands the Legions on to urge their way; __ 


K 2 a Nor 
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Nor give th’ enquiring Soldier time to know 
What deadly Deeds:a fatal Thirft cou'd do: 


But foon a Fate more fad, with new furprize, 
From the firft Obje& turns their wond’ring Eyes. 
Wretched. Sabellus by a Seps was ftungs 
Fix'dto his Leg, with deadly Teeth, it hung:: 
Sudden the Soldier: fhook it from the Wound, : 
Transfix’d and nail’d it to.the barren Ground. 
Of all the dire deftructive Serpent race, 

None have fo much ‘of Death, : tho’ none are lefs. 
For ftraight around.the Part the Skin withdrew, 
The Flefh and thrinking Sinews backward flew, 3 
And left the naked Bones expos’d to. view. | 
The {preading Poifons all the Parts confound, 
And the whole Body finks within the Wound:: 
The brawny Thighs no more their Mufcles boaft,. 
But melting,. all in liquid filth are loft ; 
oO | — The 
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The well knit Groin above, and Ham below, 
- Mixt in one putrid Stream, together flow ; 


| The firm Peritoneum rent in twain, | 
No more the prefling Entrails'cou'd fuftain, ¢ 


{ amain. 
It yields, and forth they fall, at once they guth 
Small Reltques of the mould’ring Mafs were left, 
At once of Subftance, as of Form bereft ; 
Diffolv’d the whole in liquid Poifon ran, 
And to a naufeous puddle fhrunk the Man. 

| Then burft the rigid Nerves, the manly Breaft, 
And all the texture of the heaving Cheft ; 

_ Refiftlefs way the conqu’ring Venom made; 

| And fecret Nature was at once difplay‘d 5 

Her facred Privacies all open lye 
To each prophane enquiring Vulgar Eye. 
Then the broad Shoulders did the Peft invade, 
Then o'er the valiant Arms and Neck it {pread, ¢ 
Laft funk, the Mind’s imperial Seat, the Head. 

7 K 3 - - So 
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So Snows diffolv'd by Southern Breezes run, 

So melts the Wax before the Noon-day Sun. 

Nor ends the Wonder heres tho’ Flames are known 
Towafte the Flefh, yet ftill they fpare the Bone: 
Here none were left, no leaft Remains were feen ; 
No marks to fhew, that once the Man hadbeen. 

Of all the Plagues which curfe the Lydsax Land, | 
(If Death and Mifchief may aCrowndemand) 
Serpent, the Palm is thine. Tho’ othersmay «4 
Boaft of their Pow’r to force the Soul away) 

Yet Soul and Body both become thy Prey. | ~ 


A Fate of different kind Nafdias found, 
A burning Preffer gave the deadly Wound, 
And flraight afadden Flame began to fpread, 
And paint his Vifage with a glowing Red. ~ 
With {wift Expanfion {wells the bloated Skin, 
Nought but an undiftinguith’d Mafs is fen, 
While the fair human Form lyes loft within. 
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The puffy Poifon {preads,.and heaves around, 
_ 'Till ajl the Man is in the Monfter drown'd. 


ee eee ee 


No more the fteely Plate his Breaft gaa tay, - 
But yields, and gives the burfting Poifon way. 
Not Waters fo, when Fire the Rage fupplics, 


_ Bubbling on heaps, in boiling Cauldrons rife. 
_ Nor {wells the ftretching Canvafe half to faft; 


When the Sails gather ail the driving blaft, ¢ 
Strain the tough Yards, and bow the lefty Maft, « 
The various Parts no longer sow are known, 
One headlefs formiefs heap remains alone , 
The feather’d Kind avoid the fatal Feaft, 
And leave it deadly to fome hungry Beaft ; 
With horror feiz'd, his fad Companions too, 
In hafte from the unbury’d Carcafs flew; , 
Look’d back, but fled again, for ftill the Monfter.} 


grew. 


K 4 | But 
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But fertile Lydia ftill new Plagues fupplies, 
And.to more horrid Monfters turns their Eyes 5 
Deeply the fierce Hemorrhois impreft | 
Her fatal Teeth on Ta//us’ valiant Breaft. 

The noble Youth, with Virtue's Love inf pir'd, 
Her, in her Cato, follow’d and admir'd ; 
Mov’d by his greatExample, vow'd to thare_ 
With him, each Chance of that difaftrous War, 
And as when mighty Rome’s SpeGators meet 
In the full Theatre’s capacious Seat, 
At once by fecret Pipes and Channels fed, 
Rich Tindtures gufh from ev’ry Antique Head; 
At once ten thoufand faffron Currents flows | 
And rain their Odours on the Croud below : 
So the warm Blood at once from ev’ry Part 
Ran Purple Poifon downs and drain’d the fainting 
— 
i Blood 
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Blood falls for Tears, and o'er his mournful Face 
| The ruddy Drops their tainted Paflage trace : 
: Where-e’er the liquid Juices finda way, ' 
There ftreams of Blood, there crimfon Rivers ftray ; 
His Mouth and gufhing Noftrils pour a Flood, 
_ And ev’n the Pores ooze out the trickling Blood ; 
Inthe red Deluge all the Parts lye drown'd, 
And the whole Body feems one bleeding W cund 


| Levus, a Colder A/pick bit, and ftrait 
HisBlood forgot to flow, his Heart to beat; 
Thick Shades upon his Bye-lids {cem'd to creepy 
And lock him fatt in Everlafting Sleep : 
No fenfe of Pain, no Torment did he know, 

~ But funk in Slumbers to the Shades below. 


Not fwifter Deaths attend the noxious Juice, 


Which dire Sabean Aconites produce. 
ee eT Well 
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Well may their crafty Priefts divine, and well 
The Fate, which they themfelves can caufe, foretel. 


Fierce from afar a darting Javelin thot, 
(For fuch, the Serpent's Name has 4frick taught) 
And thro’ unhappy Paulus’ Temples flews 
Nor Poifon, but a Wound, the Soldier flew; 
No flight fo fwift, fo rapid none we knows 
Stones from the founding Sling,compar’d, are flow ¢ 
And the Shaft loiters from the Scythian Bow. 


A Bajilisk bold Maurras kill’d in vain, 

And nail'd it dying to the Sandy Plain ; 

Along the Spear the fliding Venom ran, | 
And fudden, from the Weapon, feiz'd the Man ; 
His Hand firft touch’d, e’er it his Arm invade, 
Soon he divides it with his fhining Blade : 

The Serpent’ s force by fad Example taught, 
With his loft Hand; | his ranforn ‘d Life he bought, 
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Who that the Scorpion’s Infect Form furveys; 
v.. d think that ready Death his Call obeys ? | 
ae "ning, he rears his knotty Tail on high; 

1 .. 7 Orsz thus he doom’d to dy, ¢ 
A i: i'm, his proud Trophy, in the Sky. 


“.sordwe the Safpaga’s Anger dread, 
Cie upc. her little Cave to tread? 
Yer iu. the fatal Threads of Life commands, _ 
And «,:ivkens oft the Stygian Sifter’s hands.” ; 


Purfu'd by Dangers, thus they pafs'd away 
The reftlefs Night, and thus the chearlefs Day 5 
Ev’n Earth it felf they feard, the common Bed, 
Where each lay down to reft his weary Head : 
There no kind Trees their leafy Couches ftrow, 
The Sands no Turf nor moffy Beds beftow ;, 

But tir'd, and fainting with the tedious Toil, 
Expgs'd they fleep upon the fatal Soil. 
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With vital Heat they brood upon the Ground, 

And breathe a kind attractive Vapour round, 

While chill, with colder Night’s ungentle Air, 
‘To Man’s warm Breaft his {naky Foes repair, ¢ 
And find, ungrateful Guefts, a Shelter there. 
Thence frefh Supplies of pois’nous Rage return, 
And fiercely with recruited Deaths they burn. 


Reftore, thus fadly oft the Soldier faid, 
Reftore Emathia’s Plains, from whence we fleds 
This Grace, at leaft, ye cruel Gods afford, 
That we may fall beneath the hoftile Sword. 
ane Dipfa’s here in Ce/ar's Triumph fhare, 
And fell Cerafte wage his Civil War. 
Or let us hafte aways prefs farther on, ee 
Urge our bold Paffage to the Burning Zones ¢ 
And Die by thofe Aitherial Flames alone. 


Africk, 


| 
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Afvick, thy Defarts we accufe no more, 
Nor blame, oh Nature, thy Creating Pow’ ; 
From Man thou wifely didft thefe Wilds divide, 7 
And for thy Montfters here alone provide ; ¢ 
A Region wafte, and void of all befide. 
Thy prudent Care forbad the barren Field, 
The yellow Harveft's ripe Increafe to yield; 
Man and his Labours well thou didft deny, 
And bad’ft him from the Land of Poifons fly. 
We, Impidus we; the bold Irruption made ; 
We, this the Serpent’s World did firft invade 
Fake then our Lives a Forfeit for the Crime, 
Whoe’er thou art; that rul’ft this curfed Clime ; 
What God foe’er, that lonely lov’ft to Reign, 
And do’ft the Commerce of Mankind difdain; 
Who, to fecure thy horrid Empire's Bound, 
Haft fix'd the Syrts, and Torrid Realms around s 


- Here 


aon viens ptiwe. 0 
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Here the wild Waves, there the Flames oking 
Breathy. - 

And fill’d the dreadful middle Space-with Death. - 

Behold, to thy Retreats our Arms we bear; | 

And with Rove's civil Rage prophane thee Here; 

Ev'n to thy inmoft Seats we ftrive toga, 

And feek the Limits of the World:to know. 

Perhaps more dire Events attend us yet 3 . 

New Deaths, new Monfters, ftill wo'gio to mect.. 

Perhaps to thofe far Seas our Journey bends, 

Where to the Waves the burning Sun defcends 5 

Where, rafhing headlong down Heav'ns Azure Steep. 

All red he plunges in. the hiffiag Deep. — 

Low finks the Pole, declining fron its Height, 

And feems to yield beneath the rapid Weight. . 


| Nor farther Lands from Fame her felf are knowns - 
But Mauritanian Fuba’s Realms alone. 


Perhaps, 
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 Perhapss while, tafhly daring, on we pafs, 


| 


Fate may difcovet fome more dreadful Place s 


Till, late repénting, we may wifh in vain 

To fee thefe Serpents, and thefe Sands again.’ 
One Joy at leaft dothefe fad Regions give, 
Ev'n here we know ‘tis poflible to Live ; 


That, by the Native Plagues, we may perceive. 


Nor ask we now for 4fs’s gentler Day, 
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g 


Nor how for Ewropenn Sunswe pray; =. . 


Thee, Afréek, now, thy Abfence we deplore, 


And fadly think we ne'er fhall fee thee more : 
Say, in. what Part, what Climate art thou loft? 
Where have we left Cyrene’s happy Froft ? 

Cold Skies we felt, and frofty. Winter there, . 


While mere than Summer Suns are raging here, 
_ And break the Laws of the well-order’d Year. 
Southward, beyond Earths Limits, are we pafs'd, 


And. Ree, at length, beneath our Feet 1s plac’d. 


Grant 
@ 
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Grant uss ye Gods, one Pleafure eer we dye; ©. : 
Add to our harder Fate this only Joy; | ¢ 
That Cefar may purfae; and follow where we fly. 


,. Impatient, thus-the Soldier oft complains, © 

And feems; by telling, to relieve his Pains; 

But moft the Virtues of their matchlefs Chief 

Infpire new Strength; to beat with ev'ry Grief ; 

_ All Night,with careful Thoughts and watchful Eyes, - 
On the bare Sands expos'd, the Hero lyes ; | 

In ev'ry Place alike, in ev'ry Hour, 

Dares his ill Fortunes and defies her Pow’r: 
Unweary'd ftill, his.common Care attends 

- Onev’ry Fate, and chears his dying Friends :_ 
With ready hafte at each fad Call he flies, 
And more than Health, or Life it felfs fupplies 
With Virtue’s nobleft Precepts arms their Souls; : 
And evn their Sorrows, like his own, controuls: 


Where- 
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Where-e’er he comes, no figns of Grief are thown; 
Grief, an unmanly Weaknefs, they difown, ¢ 
And {corn to figh, or breathe one parting Groan. 
Still urging on his Pious Cares, he {trove 
The fenfe of outward Evils to remove , 

And by his Prefence, taught ’em to difdain 
The feeble Rage and Impotence of Pain. 


But now, fo many Toils and Dangers paft, 
Fortune grew kind, and brought Relief at laft; 
Of all who fcorching Africk’s Sun endure, 
None like the fwarthy P/y//sans ‘are fecure. . 
Skill'd in the Lore of pow’rful Herbs and Charms, 
Them, nor the Serpent’s Tooth, nor Poifon harms : 


Nor do they thus in Arts alone excell, e 
But Nature too their Blood has temper'd well, ¢ 


~ 


And taught, with vital Force, the Venom to repell 


L | _ With 
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With healing Gifts and Privileges grac’dy. 

Well in the Land of Serpents were they plac’ds 
Truce with the Dreadful Tyrant, Death, they haves 
And border fafely on his Realm, the Grave, : 

Such is their Confidence in true-born Blood, 

That oft with Afps they prove their doubtful Brood; 
When wanton Wives their jealous Rage inflame, . 
The New-born Infant clears or damns the Dame: 
If fubje& to the wrathful Serpent’s Wound, 

The Mother’s Shame is by the Danger found; 

But if unhurt; the fearlefs Infant laugh; 

The Wife is honeft, and the Husband fafe. 
So'when Fove’s Bird on fome tall Cedars head, 
Has a new Race of gen’rous Eaglets bred, 

While yet unplum’d, within the Neft they lye, 
Wary fhe turns them to the Eaftern Sky 5 


Abath’d they fhrink, and thun the Potent Rays 


Then if unequal to the God of Day, ~: 
She fpurns ’em forth, and cafts ‘em quite away. ¢ 
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But if with daring Eyes unmov'd they gaze, 
Withftand the Light, and bear the Golden Blaze; 
Tender fhe broods ’em, with a Parent’s Love, 
The future Servants of her Mafter Fove. 
Nor fafe themfelves, Alone, the P/yl/sans ares 
But to their Guefts extend their friendly Care. 
Firft, where the Roman Camp is mark’d, around 1 
Circling they pafs, then Chanting, Charm the | 

Ground, 

And chace the Serpents with the My ftick Sound. | 
Beyond the fartheft Tents rich Fires they build, 
That healthy Medicinal Odours yield ; 
There foreign Galbanum diflolving fries, 
And crackling Flames from humble Wa//-wort rife. 


There Zamarisk, whom no green Leaf adorns, 


And there the fpicy Syrian Coffos burns; 


There Centory fupplies the wholfom Flame, 
That from Thef/alian Chiron takes its Name. 
L 2 The 
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The Gummy Larch-Tree, and the Thap/os theres 
Wound-wort and Maiden-weed, perfume the Air. 
There the large Branches of the Long-liv’d Hart, 
With Southern-wood, their Odours ftrong impart. 
The Monfters of the Land, the Serpents fell, - 
_ Fly far away, and fhun the Hoftile Smell. 
Securely thus they pafs the Nights away; : 

And if they chance to meet a Wound by day, ¢ ‘ 
The Pfylian Artifts {trait their Skill difplay. 
Then ftrives the Leach the pow’r of Charmstofhow, — 
_ And bravel y combats with the deadly F’ oe 3 
“With Spittle, firft he marks the Part around, 

_ And keeps the Poifon Pris’ner in the Wound ; 
Then fudden he begins the Magick Song, 

And rolls the Numbers hafty o'er his Tongue. 
Swift he runs on; nor paufes once for Breath, 


To ftop the Progrefs of approaching Death: 


-<- ee ——wngpenmees _ 
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He fears the Cure might fuffer, by Delay, | 
And Life be loft, but for a Moment’s ftay. 
Thus oft, tho’ deep within the Veins.it lyes, 
By Magick Numbers chac'd, the Mifchief flyes : 
But if it hear too flow,. if ftill it ftay, | 
And fcorn the Potent Charmer to obey; 
With forceful Lips he faftens on the Wound, 


Drains out, and {pits the Venom to the Ground: 


Thus by long Ufe and oft Experience taught, 


He knows from whence his Hurt the Patient got ; 
He proves the Part thro’ which the Poifon paft, 
And knows each various Serpent, by the tafte. 


The Warriors thus reliev'd, amidft their Pains, 
Held on their Paffage thro’ the Defart Plains : — 
And now the filver Emprefs of the Night 
Had loft, and twice regain’d her borrow’d Light, 


L 3 While 
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~ While Cato, wandring o'er the wafteful Field, 
Patient in all his Labours, fhe beheld ; 

At length condens’d in Clods the Sands appear, 
And fhew a better Soil and Country near : 

Now from afar thin Tufts of Trees arife, 

And {catering Cottages delight their Eyes. 

- But, when the Soldier once beheld again 

The raging Lion fhake his horrid Mane, 

What hopes of better Lands his Soul poffeft! 
What Joys he felt, to view the Dreadful Beaft ! 
Leptis at laft they reach’d, that neareft lay, - 
There free from Storms,and the Sun’s ching 

At Eafe they pafs'd the Wintry Year away. 


When fated with the Joys which Slaughters yield, 
Retiring Ce/ar left Emathia’s Field ; 
His other Cares laid by, he fought alone 
To trace the Footfteps of his flying Son. 
Led | 


—_—_ 


a 
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Led by the Guidance of Reporting Fame, . 
Firft to the Thracian Helle[pont he came. . 
Here Young Leander perifli'd in the Flood, 
And here the Tow’r of mournful Hero ftood: 
Here, with a narrow Stream, the flowing Tide, 
Europe, from wealthy Afea, do’s divide. 
From hence the Curious Victor paffing o'er, 
Admiring fought the fam’d Sigean Shore. 
There might he Tombs of Grecian Chiefs behold, 
Renown’d in Sacred Verfe by Bards of Old. 
There the long Ruins of the Walls appear’d, 


_ Once by great Neptame, and Apolle, rear’d: 


There ftood Old Troy, a venerable Name ; 
For ever Confecrate to Deathlefs Fame. 
Now blafted mofly Trunks with Branches fear, 


Brambles and Weeds, a loathfom Foreft rear; 


_ Where once in Palaces of Regal State, 


Old Priam, and the T rojam Princess fate. 


L 4 Where © 
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Where Temples once, on lofty Columns born, 
Majeftick did the wealthy Town adorn, 

All rude, all wafte and defolate is lay’d, 

~ And ev’n the ruin’d Ruins are decay’d. 

Here Cz/ar did each Story’d Place furvey, : 
Here faw the Rock, where, Neptune to obey, ¢ ; 
Heftone was bound the Monfter’s Prey. . 

Here, in the Covert of a fecret Grove, _ 

The bleft Aznchifes clafp'd the Queen of Love. 

Here fair Oenone play’d, Here ftood the Cave 

Where Paris once the fatal Judgment gave ; 

Here lovely Ganymede to Heav'n was born; 

Each Rock, and ev'ry Tree, recording Tales adorn, 
Here all that does of Xanthus’ Stream remain, 

Creeps a fmall Brook along the dufty Plain. 

Whilft carelefs and fecurely on they pafs, 
The Phrygian Guide forbids to prefs the Grafs; 


. This 
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This Place, he faid, for ever Sacred keep, 
For here the Sacred Bones of Heéfor fleep. 
| Then warns him to obferve, where, rudely caft, 
Disjointed Stones lay broken and defac'd : 
Here his laft Fate, he crys, did Priam prove ; . 


Here, on this Altar of Hercean Jouve. a 


O Poefy Divine! Oh facred Song ! 
To thee, Bright Fame, and length of Days belong; 
Thou, Goddefs! Thou Eternity can’ft give, 
And bid fecure the Mortal Hero live. 
Nor, Ce/ar, thou difdain, that I rehearfe 
Thee, and thy Wars, in no Ignoble Verfe 5 ~~ 
Since, if in ought the Latsan Mufe excel, | 
My Name, and thine Immortal, I foretel; 
Eternity our Labours fhall reward, 2 
And Lucan flourith, like the Grecian Bards 


My 
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My Numbers thall to Jateft Times convey 
The Tyrant Cefar, and Pharfala’s Day. 


When long the Chief his wondring Eyes had caft, 
On Antient Monuments of Ages paft ; 
Of living Turf an Altar ftrait he made, 
Then on the Fire rich Gums and Incenfe laid, ¢ 
And thus, fuccefsful in his Vows, he pray’d. 
Ye Shades Divine, who keep this facred Place, - - 
And thou, c Zneas, Author of my Race, 
Ye Pow’rs, whoe’er from burning Zroy did come, 
Domeftick Gods of Aisa, and of Rome, 
Who ftill preferve your ruin’d Country's Name, 
And on your Altars guard the Phrygian Flame : 


Pallas, who do’ft thy Sacred Pledge confide 


And thou, Bright Maid, whoart toMen deny'd; >, 
To Ramey and in her inmoft Temple hide ; 


Hear 


| 
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Hear, and aufpicious to my Vows incline, 
To me, the Greateft of the Julsan Line: 
Profper my future Ways; and lo! I vow 
Your Ancient State and Honours to beftow ; 
Aufonian Hands thall Porygsan Walls reftore, 
And Rome repay, what Troy conferr'd before. 


| He faids and hafted to his Fleet away, 


Swift to repair the Lofs of this Delay. 

Up fprung the Wind, and with a frefh’ning Gale, 
The kind North-Weft fill’d ev'ry fwelling Sail ; 
Light o’er the foamy Waves the Navy flew, 

Till Afa’s Shores and Rhodes no more they view. 
Six times the Night her Sable Round had made, 

The Seventh now paffing on, the Chief furvey’d ¢ 
High Pharos fhining through the gloomy Shade, 


_ The Coaft defery'd, he waits the rifing Day, 
_ ‘Then fafely to the Port directs his Way. 


There 
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There wide with Crouds o’er-{pread he fees the Shoar, 
And Eccoing, hears the loud tumultuous Roar. 
Diftruftful of his Fate, he gives Command 

To ftand Aloof, nor truft the Doubted Land; 
When lo! a Meffenger appears, to bring 

A fatal Pledge of Peace from Egypt's King : 

Hid in aVeil, and clofely cover’d oer, 

Pompey’s pale Vifage in his Hand he bore. 

An Impious Orator the Tyrant fends, 

Who thus, with fitting Words, the Monftrous Gift 


commends. 


. Hail; Firft and Greateft of the Reman Names . 
In Pow’r moft Mighty, moft Renown’d in Fame : 
Hail, rightly now the World’s unrival’d Lord; 

That Benefit thy Pézrian Friends afford. 

My King beftows the Prize thy Arms have fought, - 
For which Phar/aka's Field, in vain, was fought. 

| No 
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- No Task remains for future Labours now; 
Thy Civil Wars are finifh’d at a Blow. 
To heal Theffalia’s Ruins, Pompey fled i 
To us for Succour, and by us lyes Dead. 
Thee, Cefar, with thisCoftly Pledge we buy, 
| Thee to our Friendfhip, with this Victim tye. 


_ Egypt’s proud Scepter freely then receive, 
Whate'er the fertile flowing Nile can give : 
Accept the Treafures which this Deed has fpar’ds _ 
_ Accept the Benefit, without Reward. 
' Deign, Cefar ! Deign to think my Royal Lord 
Worthy the Aid of thy Victorious Sword. 
In the firft Rank of Greatnefs fhall he ftand,; 
He, who could Pompey’s Deftiny command: 
Nor frown difdainful on the proffer’d Spoil, 
Becaufe not dearly bought with Blood and Toil ; 
But think, oh think, what Sacred Tieswere broke, 
How Friendfhip pleaded, and how Nature fpoke; 
| | That 
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That Pompey, who reftor'd Aulete’s Crown, 

The Father’s antient Gueft, was murder‘d by theSon. 
“Then judge thy felf, or ask the World and Fame, 

If Services, like thefey deferve a Name. 

If Gods and Men the daring Deed abhor, 

Think, for that Reafon, Cz/er ewes the more s 
This Blood for thee, tho’ not by thee, was fpilt ; 
Thou haft the Benefit, and we the Guilt. 


He faid, and ftrait the horrid Gift unveil'd, 

- And ftedfaft to the gazing Victor held ; 

Chang’d was the Face,deform'd with Death all o’er;.. | 
Pale, ghaftly, wan, and ftain’d with clotted Gore, ¢ 
Unlike the Pompey, Cefar knew before ; 
He, nor at firft difdain'd the fatal Boon, 

Nor ftarted from the dreadful Sight too foon; _ 
A while his Eyes the murd’rous Scene endure, 
Doubting they view, but fhun it, when fecure. 

| At 
* 


2 egies 
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At length he ftood convinc’d, the Deed was done ; 
He faw ‘twas fafe to mourn his lifelefs Son: 
And ftrait the ready Tears, that ftay‘d ’till now, 
Swift at Command with Pious Semblance flow, 
As if Detefting, from the Sight he turns, 
And groaning, with a Heart triumphant mourns. | 
He fears his Impious Thought fhould be defcry’d, 
And fecks in Tears the {welling Joy to hide. 
Thus the curft Pharran Tyrant’s Hopes were croft. 
Thus all the Merit of his Gift was loft ; . 
Thus for the Murder Czfar’s Thanks were fpar'd, 
He chofe to mourn it, rather than Reward. 
He who, relentlefs, thro’ Phar/alta rodey . 
And on the Senate’s mangled Fathers trode, 
He who, without one pitying Sigh, beheld 
The Blood and Slaughter of that woful Field; 
Thee, mutder'd Pompey, could not Ruthlets fee, 
But pay’d the Tribute of his Grief to thee. 

| sue * Oh 
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Oh Miftery of Fortune, and of Fate ! 
Oh ill conforted Piety and Hate! 
And can’ft thou, Cz/ar, then thy Tears afford, 
To the dire Obje& of thy vengeful Sword ? 
Didft thou, for this, devote his Hoftile Head, 
Purfue him Living, to bewail him Dead ? 
Cou'd not the gentle Ties of Kindred move? 
Wert thou not touch’d with thy fad Fulia’s Love? ; 
_ And weep’ft thou. now > Doft thou thefe Tears provide 
To win the Friends of Pompey to thy Side ? 
Perhaps, with fecret Rage thou do‘ft repiney 
‘That he fhould fall by any Hand but thine. 
Thence fall thy Tears, that Ptolomy has done 
A Murder; due to Cz#/ar’s hand alone. | 
What fecret Springs foe’er thefe Currents know, 
They ne'er by Piety were taught to flow. 
Or didft thou kindly, like a careful Friend, 
Purfue him Flying, only to Defend? | 

_ Well 
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_ Well was his Fate deny'd to thy Command! 

| Well was he {natch’d by Fortune from thy Hand! 
Fortune with-held this Glory from thy Name, 
Forbad thy Pow’'r to Save, and fpai'd the Roman 


Shame: 


Still he goes on to vent his Griefs aloiid, 
And artful, thus, deceives the eafie Crowd. 


Hence from my Sight; nor let me {ee thiee more 
Hafte, to thy King his fatal Gift reftore. 
At Cefar have you aim’d the deadly Blow, 
And wounded Cé/ar worfe than Pompey Now : 
The Cruel hands by which this Deed was done, 
Have torn away the Wreaths my Sword had won; 
‘That Nobleft Prize this Civil War cou'd give, 
The Victor’s Right to bid the Vanquith’d live. 


| 


“ 


wo Then 
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Then tell your King, his Gift fhould be repay'd s 
I would have fent him Clropatra’s Head, ¢ : 
But that he wifhes to behold her Dead. 

How has he dar’d; this Egypt's petty Lordy . 
To join his Murders to the Roman Sword? 
Did I, for this, in heat of War, diftain . : 
With Nobleft Blood Evsathia’s purple Plains ¢ ' 
To licence Ptolemy's pernicious Reign > | 

_ Did I with Pompey {corn the World to fhare ? 
And can I an Egyptian Partner bear ? 

In vain the warlike Trumpet’s dreadful Sound 
Has rouz’d to War the Univerfe around ; 

Vain was the Shock of Nations, if they owns | 
Now; any Pow’r on Earth but mine alone. 

If hither to your Impious Shores I came, 

‘Twas to aflert, at once, my Power and Fame; 
Left the Pale Fury Exvy fhould have faid, 

Hout Crimes I damn’d not, or your Arms I led: 


Nor 


i se ap ee? 
= Eerie 


_—_—— 
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Nor think to fawn before me, and deceive 3 

I know the Welcome you prepare to give: 
Theffalia’s Field preferves me from your Hates 

And guards the Victor’s Head from Pomey’s Fate. 
What Ruin, Gods! attended on my Arms, 

What Dangers unforefeen! What waiting Harms! 


See yet 2 Fourth, fee Ptolomy appear 5 


_ Pompey, and Rome, and Exiles were my Fear ; 


The Boy- King’s Vengeance loiters in the Rear : 
But we forgive his Youth, and bid him know 
Pardon and Life’s the moft we can beftow:: 

For you, the meaner Herd with Rites divine, 


And pious Cares, the Warrior’s Head infhrine : 


~ Atone with Penitence the injur’d Shade; 

~ And let his Athes in their Urn be laid; — 
 Pleas’d, let this Ghoft lamenting Ce/ar knows 

And feel my Prefence heresev’n in the Realms below. 


M 2 | Oh, 
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Oh, what a Day of Joy was loft to Rome, 
When haplefs Pompey did to Egypt come ! 
When, to a Father and a Friend unjuft, 
He rather chofe the Pharian Boy to truft : 
The wretched World that Lofs of Peace fhall rue, 
Of Peace, which from our Friendfhip might erifue:_ 
But thus the Gods their hard Decrees have made 3 
In vain, for Peace, and for Repofe I pray’d ; 
In vain implor’é, that Wars and Rage might end, .. 
That, Suppliant-like, I might to Pompey bend, ¢ | 
Beg him to Live, andonce more be my Friend. 
Then had my Labours met their juft Reward, 
And, ‘Pompey, thou in all my Glories fhar’d; 
Then, Jars and Enmities all paft and gone, 
In Pleafure had the peaceful Years roll’d on 
All fhould forgive, to make the Joy compleat ; 
Thou fhou’dft thy harder Fate, and Rome my Wars 
forget. | | : 
a Fatt 
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Faft falling ftill the Tears, thus {poke the Chief, 
But found no Partner in the fpecious Grief. 
Oh! Glorious Liberty ! when all fhall dare 
A Face, unlike their mighty Lord, to wear ! 


| Fach in his Breaft the rifing Sorrow kept, 


| And thought it fafe to laugh, tho’ Ce/far wept. 


M 3 PARA. 


/ 
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PARAPHRASE: 


UPON. ~ 


PSALM CIV. 


By Mr. 7..T RAPP. 


need 


E:zin, my. Lyre, the great Creator's Praife, 
B Who,crown’d with Glory and Immortal Rays, - 
Majeftick fhines 3 unutterably bright, 

With dazling Robes of uncreated Light : 

Who fpacious Sheets of - Z¢her {preads on high, 

And, like a Curtain {mooth’d, unfolds the Sky. 

Vapours condens’d, and fleecy Mitts, fupport 

The ample Floor of his Aéreal Court : 

Who, born in Triumph o'er the Heav’nly Plains, 

Rides on the Clouds, and holds a Storm in Reins; a 
' Flyes 
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Flyes on the Wings of the Sonorous Wind, behind. 
While Light’ning glares before, and Thunder roars 
That no incumbring Flefh may clog the Flight 

Of his fleet Meffengers, or quell their Might, 

Them pure unbody'd Effences He frames, | 
Swift of Difpatch, more active than the Flames. 
He fix'd the fteady Bafis of the Earth, 

And with a fruitful Word gave Nature Birth. 

Then circling Waters o'er the Globe He fj pread, 

And the dull Mafs with pregnant Moifture fed: _ 
Above the Rocks th’ afpiring Surges fwell’d, 

And Floods the talleft Mountain- Tops conceal’d. 
But when th’ Almighty’s Voice rebuk’d the Tides 
And in loud Thunder bid the Waves fubfide ; 

The ebbing Deluge did its Troops recall, 

Drew off its Forces, and difclos‘d the Ball. 

They at th’ Eternal’s Signal march’d away, 


- To fill th’ unfathom’d Channel of the Sea; 


M 4 Where, 
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Where, roaring, they in endlefs Wars engage, 
And beat againft thofe Shores that bound their Rage. 


Hence ftraggling Waters unperceiv’d got loofe, 
And genial Moifture thro’ the Globe diffufe ; 
Purling thro’ porous Earth, where Way there lyes, 
They run, and on high Hills in Fountains rife : 
Or bubling out in Springs, they gently {lide 
Down by the craggy Mountain’s floping fide, ¢ : 
And o’er the verdant Turf along the Valleys glide. 
"Till tir’d with various Errors, back they come 
To their appoigited univerfal Home; __ 
Which God has deftin’d for the Muftring-place 
And gen’ral Rendezvous of all the watry Race. 


For tho’ th’ Almighty checks the Ocean’s Pride, 
And in due Bounds confines the raging Tides 
That it may ne’er again with Licence roll 


- Orer all the Univerfe, and drown the Ball ; 


a 
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Yet nought reftrains its kinder Influences 
| Nor ftops thofe Bleffings which its Streams difpenfe. 


By fubterraneous Sluices He conveys 


The Rivers out, which, 1 an endlefs Maze, 

| Thro’ Oozy Channels draw a winding Train, 

| To roll back large Additions to the Main; 

| Or branching into Brooks, and murm’ring Riills, 
Creep thro’ the Vales, and fhine between the Hills, 
Whither. the Savage Beafts which roam abraad, 
Owning no Mafter, and no fix’d Abode; 

~ And thofe which under galling Harnefs bow, 
Inur’d to Pains, and patient of the Plough; 
Repair,when fcorch’d with Summer’s fcalding Beams, 
To flake their Thirfl, and drink the cooling Streams. | 
Near which the Poplar, and green Willows grow, 
Adorn the Banks, and fhade the Brooks below. 

-Perch’d on their Boughs, the Birds their Voices raifey 

| And in foft Mufick fing their Maker’s Praife. 

| | Wha 
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Who from his airy Chambers Rain diftills, 
And with new Verdure cloaths th’ unfightly Hills: 
The thirfty Glebe, refreth’d with foft’ning Drops, 
Rewards the painful Hind with plenteous Crops. 
The teeming Earth luxuriant Herbage breeds, 
And Flocks and Herds with graffy Fodder feeds. 
At his Command, the Spring, for Human Ufe, 
The Bath of Herbs and healing Plants renews. 
Then rip’ning Fruits, and waving Ears of Corn, - 
In Summer's Heat the fertile Fields adorn. 
Succeeding Autumn, from thecluftring Vine - 
Gives lufcious Juice, and gladsthe World with Wine: — 
Which with its brisk reviving Flavour cheers 
‘The drooping Spirit, and difpels its Cares, 
Then the fat Olive, ina richer Soil,. 
Yields the Year's Produ, and refigns its Oil ; 
, Which adds a Luftre, and a {moother Grace, 
To wrinkled Skin, and fleeks the fhining Face. 


\ 


s 
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Refrefh’d with which, the Cedar rears its Head, 


M3 With circulating Sap the Trees are fed; 
And lofty Firs their thriving Branches {pread : g 


Which, moiften’d with invigorating Juice, 

| A fragrant Scent thro’ Lebanon diffufe. 

| Thefe to the Birds convenient Manfions yield, rbuila. 
Which in th’ intangling Boughs their tow’ring Houfes 
The ftately Stork here plants her Neft on high, 

_ Difdains the lower Air, and feeks the Sky. 

The fhaggy Goats a hilly Refuge love, 
Clamber the Cliffs, ando’er bleak Mountains rove. 
O’er ftony Rocks the fportive Contes play; 
And onthe ragged Flints their tender Offspring lay. 


Appointed by his Providential Care, 
The changing Moon divides the circling Year; | 
- Diftinguifhes the Seafons, rules the Night, 
And fills her dusk y Orb with borrow’d Light. 
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The Sun with Glory, fearlefs of Decay, 

Rolls regulary, and gives alternate Day. 

By turns He, entring, gilds the rofie Eaft ; 

_ By turns, with fetting Rays, He paints the Weft 3 
Then gloomy Night involves the Hemifphere, 
And fpreads dark Horrors o’er the dewy Air. | 
Then the wild Tenants of the defart Woods 

| Begin to move, and quit their warm Abodes: 

| For Prey the yawning Bears forfaketheir Holds, 
And prouling Wolves explore th’ unguarded Folds. 
With raging Hunger pinch’d, the Lions roar, — 
Expand their Jaws, and range the Foreft o’er : 
Dreadfully fuppliant, for their Meat they pray 

‘To Heav'’n, and Savage Adoration pay. 

But foon as Streaks of Light the Eaft adorn, 

And flying Mifts confefs the dawning Mort 

Back to their Dens the rav’nous Hunters {peed | 
With their raw Booty, and at Leifure feed. 


| MISCELLANY POEMS. 69 
But when the Lion to his Reft repairs, 

| Laborious Mortals wake, and rife from theirs; 

To Care and Bus’nels they themfelves addrefs, 

| Begin with Morning, and with Ev'ning ceafe. 


How various, Lord, are all thy Works, which raife 

| Our Admiration, and tranfcend our Praife ! 

Wifely the World’s great Fabrick was defign’d, 

And boundlefs Wifdom ev’ry Atom join‘d. - 
With chy rich Bounty fill'd, the Earth appears, 

Which Food,. and Phyfick, on its Surface bears; 

And in its Bowels hides a wealthier Stores; 

Bright Veins of Gold, and Cakes of filver Ore. 


Profufe of Bleffings, with a lavifh Hand, 
Thou pour’ft thy. Gifts on Sea, as well as Land. 
The vaft unmeafur'd Kingdoms of the Main, 


Copious Materials for thy Praife contain. 
, | There 
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There {caly Monfters of enormous Size 
Flounce in the Waves,and dafh with Foam the Skies. 
While Shoals innumerable, and the Fry 

OF f{maller Fith, glide unregarded by. 

Others, enchas’d in fhelly Armour, creep 

Upon the Rocks, or feck the flimy Deep. a 
Here big with War, or Traffick, Veffels ride, | 
Driv’n by the Winds, and bound along the Tide. 
There huge Leviathan, of cumb'rous Forms 
Embroils the Seain Sport, and breaths aStorm : 
He fucks. the briny Ocean at his Gills, 

And his vaft Maw with finny Nations fills ; 

Then laves the Clouds with falt, afcending Rain, 
And with his {pouting Trunk refunds the Main. 


Thefe all dependent on his Bounty live, __. 


And from his Providence their Meat receive. 
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His open’d Hand profufely fcatters Food, 

Which pleas’d they gather, and are fill'd with Good. 
But when his Hand is fhut, the Creatures mourn, 


| 


*Till his withdrawn Beneficence return. - 
| When his Command puts out their Vital Flame, 
- They mouldér to the Duft, from whence they came ; 
" ‘Then to repair the Lofs fuftain‘d by Death, 
He gives new Life, with his infpiring Breath, 
To Forms, which from the vaft Material Mafs 
Are ftill wrought off, and fo renews the Race. 
Thus a fucceffive Offspring He fupplies, 
And th’ undecaying Species never dies. 


~ No Bounds th’ Eternal’s'Glory can reftrain, 

Nor Time’s Dimenfions terminate his Reign. 

From his bright Regions of celeftial Day, 
He with Complacence fhall his Works furvey- 
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At his Reproof convulfive Nature fhakes, 

And fhuddting Earth from its Foundation quakes: 
His awful Touch the quiv’ring Mountains rendsy 
And curling Smoke in fpiry Clouds aftends. — 

For me, while unextinguith'd Life maintains 

Heat in my Blood, and Pulfes in my Veins, x 

His wond’rous Works fhall animate my Songs 
Kxalt my Thoughts, and dwell upon my Tongue: | 
While on Rebellious Foes his Vengeance hurl’d,. ~~ 
Confounds their Pride, and fweeps them from the 
His Glory fhall my ravith’d Soul infpire, wares 
And to the gay Creation tune my Lyre ; 

That imitates, in various-founding Lays, 


_ Th’ harmonious Difcord which it ftrives to praife. 


te 


FANU:. 
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JANUARY and MAT: 
| OR, THE 

| 
! 


Merchant’s Tale: 


FRKEOM 
CHAUCER 


By Mr. ALEXANDER POPE. 


HERE liv’d in Lombardy, as Authors write, 
T In Days of old, a wife and worthy Bnipnts 
Of gentle Manners, as of gen'rous Race, 
Bleft with much Senfe, more Riches, and fome Grace. 
Yet led aftray by Vengs oft Delights, | 
He cou’d not rule his Carnal Appetites ; 
For long aga, let Priefts fay what they cou'd, 
! Weak, finful Laymen were but Fieth and Blood. :: 
N But 
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But in due Time, when Sixty Years were o’er, 
He vow’'d to lead that Vicious Life no more. 
Whether pure Holinefs infpir'd his Mind, 

Or Dotage turn’d his Brain, is hard to find ; 
But his high Courage prick’d him forth to weds 
And try the Pleafures of a lawful Bed. 

This was his nightly Dream, his daily Care, 
And to the Heav’nly Pow’rs his conftant Pray’r, 
Once, e’er he dy’d, to tafte the blifsful Life 

Of a kind Husband, and a loving Wife. 


-Thefe Thoughts he fortify’d with Reafons ftill, 
(For none want Reafons to confirm their Will) 
Grave Authors fay, and witty Poets fing, 
That honeft Wedlock is a glorious Thing: 
But Depth of Judgment moft in him appears, 
Who wifely weds in his maturer Years. | 
Then — 
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Then let him chufe a Damfel young and fair, 
To blefs his Age, and bring a worthy Heir; 
To footh his Cares, and free from Noife and Strife 
Conduct him gently to the Verge of Life. 
Let finful Batchelors their Woes deplore; 
| Full well they merit all they feel, and more: 
_ Umw'd by Precepts, Human or Divine, 
Like Birds and Beafts, promifcuoufly they join: 
Nor know to make the prefent Bleffing laft, 
To hope the future, or efteem the paft; 
But vainly boaft the Joys they never try'd, 
And find divulg’d the Secrets they wou’d hide. 
The marry’d Man may bear his Yoke with Eafe, 
Secure at once himfelf and Heav’n to pleafe; 
And pafs his inoftenfive Hours away, 
In Blifs all Night, and Innocence all Day: 
Tho’ Fortune change, his conftant Spoufe remains, 
| Augments his Joys, or mitigates his Pains. 
N 2 But 
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But what fo pure, which enviousT ongues will {pare? 
Some wicked Wits have libell'd all the Fair : 
With matchlefs Impudence they ftife a Wife 
The dear-bought Curfe and lawful Plague of Life: =~ 
A Bofome Serpent, a Domeftick Evil, x 
A Night-Invafion, anda Mid-day Devil. 
Let not the Wife thefe flandtous Words regard, 
But curfe the Bones of ev'ry lying Bard. 


All other Goods by Fortune's Hand are giv’h, 
_A Wife is the peculiar Gift of Heav'a : 
Vain Fortume’s Favours, never at ‘a Stay, 
Like flitting Shadows, pafs, and glide aways 
One folid Comfort, ‘oor Eternal Wik, 
Abundantly fupplies ws all our Life: 
This Blefling tafis, (if thofe who try, fay true) 
As long as Heart ca wilh and longer ‘too. 
Our 


' 
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Qur Grandfire Adam, eer of Eve pofleft, 
Alone, and ev’n in Paradife, unbleft, 
With mournful Loaks the blifsful Scenes furvey’d, 
And wander’d in the folitary Shade: 
The Maker faw, took pity, and beftow’d 
Woman, the laft, the beft Referve af God. 


A Wife! ah gentle Dejties, canhe | 
That has a Wife, e’er feel Adverfity ? 
Wou’d Men but follow what the Sex advyife, 
All things wou’d profper, all the World grow wife. 
‘Twas by Rebecce’s Aid that Zacob won 
His Father’s Blefling from an Elder Son : 
Abufive Nabal ow’d his forfeit Life 
To the wife Condua of a prudent Wife: 
Heroick Fugerh, as the Scriptures fhow, 
Preferv'd the Jews, and flew th’ Affyrian Foe: 
= N 3 | At 
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At Hefter’s Suit, the Perfecuting Sword 
Was fheath’d, and J/rae/ liv’d to blefs the Lord. 


 Thefe weighty Motives Fenuary the Sage ' 

Maturely ponder’d in his riper Age; | 

And charm’d with virtuous Joys, and fober Life, *- 
Wou’'d try that Chriftian Comfort, call’d a Wife: 

His Friends were f{ummon’d, on a Point fo nice, 
To pafs their Judgment, and to give Advice; 

But fix'd before, and well refolv’d was he, 


(As Men that ask Advice are wont to be.) 


, ai 


My Friends, he cry’d, (and caft a mournful Look . 
Around the Room, and figh’d before he fpoke:) 
Beneath the Weight of threefcore Years I bend, 


And worn with Cares, am haftning to my End; 


N 


How I have liv’d, alas you know too well, 
In worldly Follies, which I bluth to tell; 
But 
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| But gracious Heav’n has op’d my Eyes at laft, 
With due Regret I view my Vices paft, 
And as the Precept of the Church decrees, 
| Will take a Wife, and live in Holy Eafe. 
' But fince by Counfel all things fhou’d be done, 
| And many Heads are wifer ftill than one; 
' Chufe you for me, who beft fhall be content 
When my Defire’s approv’d by your Confent. 


One Caution yet 1s needful to be told, 
To guide your Choice; This Wife muft not be old: 
There goes a Saying, and ’twaswifely faid, 
Old Fifh at Table, but young Flefh in Bed. 
My Soul abhors the taftlefs, dry Embrace, - 
Of a fale Virgin with a Winter Face; 
jn that cold Seafon Love but treats his Gueft 
With Beanftraw, and tough Forage, at the bet. 


N 4 No 
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No crafty Widows fhall approach my Bed, 

Thofe are too wife for Batchelors to wed; 

As fubtle Clerks by many Schools are made; 
Twice-marry’d Dames are Miftreffes 0’ th’ Trade : 
But young and tender Virgins, rul’d with Eafe, 


We form like Wax, and mold them as we pleafe. 


Conceive me Sirs, nor take my Senfe amifs, 
‘Tis what concerns my Soul's Eternal Blifs; 
Since if I found no Pleafure in my Spoufe, 
As Fleth is frail, and who (God help me) knows > 
Then fhou’d I live in lewd Adultery, 
And fink downright to Satan when I die. 
Or were I curft with an unfruitful Bed, 
The righteous End were loft for which I wed, 
To raife up Seed t’ adore the Pow’rs above, 
And not for Pleafure only, or for Love. 


Think 
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Think not I dote; ‘tis Time to take a Wife, 

When vig’rous Blood forbids a chafter Life: 

Thofe that are bleft with Store of Grace Divine 
May live like Saints, by Heav'ns Confent, and mine. 


And fince I {peak of Wedlock, let me fay, 
As, thank my Stars, in modeft Truth I may, 
My Limbs are active, ftill I'm found at Heart, 
And a new Vigour fprings in ev’ry Part. 
Think not my Virtue loft, tho’ Time has fhed 
Thefe rev’rend Honours on my Hoary Heads 
Thus Trees arecrown'd with Bloffoms white as Snow, 
The Vital Sap then rifing from below : 
Old as I am, my lufty Limbs appear 
Like Winter Greens, that Hourifh all the Year. 
Now Sirs you know to what I ftand inclin‘d, 
Let ev’ry Friend with Freedom fpeak his Mind. 


He 
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He faid; the reft in diff’rent Parts divide, 
The knotty Point was urg’d on ev’ry Side; 
Marriage, the Theme on which they all declaim’d, 


Some prais‘d with Wit, and fome with Reafon blamd. ; 


“Till, what with Proofs, Objections, and Replies, 
Each wond’rous pofitive, and wondrous wife 5 
There fell betwixt his Brothers a Debate, 
Placebo This was call’d, and Fuftsn That. 


Firft to the Knight P/acebo thus begun, 
(Mild were his Looks, and pleafing was his Tone) 
Such Prudence, Sir, in all your Words appears, 
As plainly proves, Experience dwells with Years: 
Yet yeu purfue fage Solomon's Advice, 


To work by Counfel when Affairs are nices 


‘ 


s, 
ui 
a 
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So may my Soul arrive at Eafe and Reft, 
As ftill I hold your own Advice the beft. 


Sir, I have liv’d a Courtier all my Days, 
And ftudy’d Men, their Manners, and their Ways 
' And have obferv’d this ufeful Maxim ftill, 
To let my Betters always have their WilL 
Nay, if my Lord affirm’d that Black was White, 
My Word was this; Zour Honour’s in the right. 
Th affuming Wit, who deems himfelf fo wife 
Ashis miftaken Patron to advife, 
Let him not dare to vent his dang’rous Thought; 
A Noble Fool was never in a Fault. 
This Sir affects not you, whofe ev'ry Word 
Is weigh’d with Judgment, and befits a Lord: 
Your Will is mine; and is (I will maintain) 
Pleafing to God, and fhou'd be fo to Man; 


But, with the Wifeman’s Leave, I muft proteft, 


5) 


At 
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At leaft, your Courage all the World muft praife,_, 


Who dare to wed in your declining Days. 
Indulge the Vigour of your mounting Blood, 
And let grey Fools be Indolently good; | 
Who paft all Pleafure, damn the Joys of Senfe, 
With rev’rend Dulnefs, and grave Impotence. 
Juftin, who filent fate, and heard the Man, 
Thus, with a Philofophick Frown, began. 


A Heathen Author, of the firft Degree, 
(Who, tho’ not Fasth, had Senfe as well as We) 
Bid us be certain our Concerns to trutt 
To thofe of gen’rous Principles, and jutft. 
Ihe Venture’s greater, I’ll prefume to fay, 
To give your Perfon than your Goods away: 
And therefore, Sir, as you regard your Reft, 
Firft learn your Lady’s Qualities at leaft : 


k 
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Whether fhe’s chaft or rampant, proud or civils 
Meek as a Saint, or haughty as the Devil; 


| Whether an eafie, fond, infipid Foo/, 


eo 
a 


-_———— 


Or fuch a Wet as no Man e’er can rule? 

Tis true, Perfe@ion none muft hope to find 

In all this World, much lefs in Womankinds; 

But if Hier V irtues prove the larger Share, 

Blefs the kind Fates, and think your Fortune rare. 
Ah gentle Sir, take Warning of a Friend, 

Who knows t0o well the State you thus commend, 
And, fpight of all its Praifes, muft declares 

All he can find is Bondage, Coft, and Care. 
Heav’n knows, I fhed full many a private Tear, 
And fGgh in Silence, left the World fhou’d hear: 


~ While all ny Friends applaud my blifsful Life, 


ee = 


And {wear mo Mortal’s happier in a Wife; 
Demure and chaft as any Veftal Nun, 
The meekeft Creature that beholds the Sun! 
| | But, 
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But, by th’ Immortal Pow’rs, I feel the Pain, 
And he that fmarts has Reafon to complain. 
Do what you lift, for me; you muft be fage, 
And cautious fures; for Wifdom is in Age: 
But, at thefe Years, to venture on the Fair! 
By hims who made the Ocean, Earth, and Air, __ , 
To pleafe a Wife when her Occafions call, 
Wou'd bufie the moft Vig'rous of us all. 

And truft me, Sir, the chafteft you can chufe 
Will ask Obfervance, and exact her Dues. 

If what I fpeak my noble Lord offend, 


My tedious Sermon here is at an End. 


| 4 
‘Tis well, ‘tis wondrous well, the Knight replies, , 
Moft worthy Kinfman, faith, you're mighty wife! , 


_ We, Sirs, are Fools; and muft refign the Caufe 


To heathnifh Authors, Proverbs, and old Saws. : 
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| 


| 
t 


| Hefpokes and turn’d, with Scorn, another way — 


What does my Friend, my dear Placebo {ay? 


I fay, quoth he, by Heav’n the Man’s to blame; 
Who ventures Sacred Marriage to defame. 
At this, the Council broke without Delay; 
Fach, in his own Opinion, went his Ways 
With full Confent, that all Difputes appeas’d, 
TheKnight fhould marry, when and where he pleas’d. 


Who now but Fenuary exults with Joy > 
The Charms of Wedlock all his Soul imploy: 
Each Nymph by turns his wav’ring Mind pofleft, 


. And reign’d the fhort-liv’d Tyrant of his Breaft; 


While Fancy pictur’d ev’ry lively Part, 
And each bright Image wander’d in his Heart. 
Thus, in fome publick Forum fix'd on high, 


_ A Mirrour fhows the Figures moving by ; 


“Stull 
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Still one by one, in fwift Succeffion, pafe 

The gliding Shadows o’er the polifh’d Glafs. | 
This Lady’s Charms the Niceft cou’d not blame, 4 
Bat vile Sufpicions had afpers'd her Fames 

That was with Senfe, but not with Virtue bleft s 
And one had Grace, yet wanted ail the reft. - 
Thus doubting long what Nymph he fhou’d obey, 
He fix’d at laft upon the youthful May. 

Her Faults he knew not, Love is always blind, 

But ev'ry Charm revolv'd within his Mind: 

Her tender Age, her Form divinely Fairy 

Her eafie Motion, her attra@ive Air, 

Her fweet Behaviour, her enchanting Face, . 

Her moving Softnefs, and majeftick Grace. — 


Much in his Prudence did our Knight rejoice, 
And thought no Mortal cow’d difpute this Choice = 


Once 
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| Once more in hafte he fummon’d ev'ry Friend, 
And told them all, their Pains were at an End 
Heav’n, that (faid he) infpit’d me firft to wed; 
Provides a Confort worthy of my Bed; 

| Let none oppofe th’ Election, fince on this 

| Depends my Quiet, and my future Blifs. 

! 

A Dame there is, the Darling of my Eyes, 
Young, beauteous, artlefs, innocent and wife; 
Chafte tho’ not rich; and tho’ not nobly born, 
Of honeft Parents, and may ferve my Turn. 
Her will I wed, if gracious Heav'n fo pleafe; 

To pafs my Age in Sandtty and Eafe: 

And thank the Pow’rs, I may poffefs alone 

The lovely Prize, and fhare my Blifs with none? 
If you, my Friends, this Virgin can procure, 

My Joys are full, my Happinefs is fure. 


O One 
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One only Doubt remains; Full oft I've heard 
By Cafuifts grave, and deep Divines averr’d ; 
That ’tis too. much for Human Race to know 
The Blifs of Heav'n above, and Earth below. 
Now fhou’d the Nuptial Pleafures prove fo great, 
To match the Bleffings of the future State, 

Thofe endlefs Joys were ill exchang’d for thefe 5 
Then. clear this Doubt, and fet my Mind at eafe. 


This fain heard, nor cou’d his Spleen controul, 
Touch’d to the Quick, and tickl’d at the Soul. 
Sir Knight, he cry’d, if this be all you dread, 
Heav'n put it paft your Doubt whene’er you weds 
And to my fervent Pray’rs fo far confent,. 
That e’er the Rites are o’er, you may repent! 
Good Heav’n no doubt the nuptial State approves, 
Since it chaftifes ftill what beft it loves. 
7 | Then 


- 
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Then be not, Sir, abandon’d to Defpair; 
Seek, and perhaps you'll find, among the Fair, ¢ 
One, that may do your Bufinefs to a Hair; 
Not ev’n in Wifh, your Happinefs delay, 
But prove the Scourge to lafh you on your Way: 
Then to the Skies your mounting Soul fhall go, 
Swift as an Arrow foaring from the Bow! 
Provided ftill, you moderate your Joy; 
Nor in your Pleafures all your Might imploy, 
Let Reafon’s Rule your ftrong Defires abate, 
Nor pleafe too lavifhly your gentle Mate. 
Old Wives there are, of Judgment moft acute, 
Who folve thefe Queftions beyond all Difpute; 
Confult with thofe, and be of better Chear ; 
Marry, do Penance, and difmifs your Fear. 


So faid they rofe, nor more the Work delay’ds 
The Match was offer’d, the Propofals made : 
O23 | The 
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The Parents, you may think, wou’d foon comply; 
The Old have Int’reft ever in their Eye: 

Nor was it hard to move the Lady’s Mind; 
When Fortune favours ftill the Fair are kind. 


I pafs each previous Settlement and Deed, 

Too long for me to write, or you to read; 

Nor will with quaint Impertinence difplay 

The Pomp, the Pageantry, the proud Array. 

The Time approach’d, to Church the Parties went, 
At once with carnal and devout Intent : 

Forth came the Prieft, and bade th’ obedient Wife 
Like Sarah and Rebecca lead her Life: 
‘Then pray‘d the Pow’rs the fruitful Bed to blefs, 
_ And made all fure enough with Holinefs. 


The Guefts appear in Order, Side by Side, 


And now the Palace Gates are open’d wide, 
And, plac’d inState, the Bridegroom and the im: 
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Expenfive Dainties load the plenteous Boards, 

The beft Luxurious Italy affords: 

The breathing Flute’s foft Notes are heard around, 
And the fhrill Trumpets mix their Silver Sound; 
The vaulted Roofs with ecchoing Mufick ring, 
Thefe touch the vocal Stops, and thofe the trembling 


Not thus 4mphion tun’dthe warbling Lyre, [String. 


~ Nor Joab the founding Clarion cowd infpire, 


Nor fierce Theodamas, whofe {prightly Strain 
Cou'd {well the Soul to Rage,and fire theMartial Train. 


Bacchus himfelf, the Nuptial Feaft to grace, 
(So Poets fing) was prefent on the Place; 


Shook high her flaming Torch, in open Sight, 
And danc’d around, and fmil’d on ev'ry Knight: 
Pleas’d her beft Servant wou'd his Courage try» 
No lefs in Wedlock than in Liberty. 
O 3 Full 


And lovely Venus, Goddefs of Delight, | 
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Full many an Age old Hymen had not f{py'd 

So kind a Bridegroom, or fo bright a Bride. 

Ye Bards! renown’d among the tuneful Throng 
For gentle Lays, and joyous Nuptial Song; 
Think not your fofteft Numbers can difplay 
The matchlefs Glories of this blifsful Day ; 

The Joys are fuch as far tranfcend your Rage, 
When tender Youth has wedded ftooping Age. 


The beauteous Dame fate {miling at the Board, 
And darted am’rous Glances at her Lord; — 
Not Heffer’s felf, whofe Charms the Hebrews fing, 
E’re look’d fo lovely on her Perfian King: 
Bright as the rifing Sun, in Summer's Day, 
And frefh and blooming as the Month of May! 
‘The joyful Knight furvey’d her by his Side, 
Nor envy’d Paris with the Spartan Bride: 


Still 
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Still as his Mind revolv’d with vaft Delight 
Th’ entrancing Raptures of th’ approaching Night; 


~— 


Reftlefs he fate, invoking ev'ry Pow’r 
To fpeed his Blifs, and hafte the happy Hour. 


Mean time the vig’rous Dancers beat the Ground, 


AndSongs were fung,and Healths went nimbly round; 
, With od’rous Spices they perfum’d the Place, 
And Mirth and Pleafure fhone in ev'ry Face. 


Damian alone, of all the Menial Train, 
Sad in the midft of Triumphs, figh’d for Pain; 
Damian alone, the Knight’s obfequious Squire, 
Confum’d at Heart, and fed a fecret Fire. 
His lovely Miftrefs all his Soul poffeft, 
He look’d, he languifh’d, and cou’d find no Reft: 
His Task perform’d, he fadly went his Way; 
Fell on his Bed, and loath’d the Light of Day. 


O 4 There 
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There let him lye, ‘till the relenting Dame | 
Weep in her turn, and wafte in equal Flame. 


The weary Sun, as Learned Poets write, 
Forfook th’ Horizon, and roll’d down the Light g 
While glitt’ring Stars his abfent Beams fupply, 
And Night’s dark Mantle over{pread the Sky. 
Then rofe the Guefts; and as the time requir’d, 
Each paid his Thanks, and decently retir'd. 
[undrefs, 
The Foe once gone, our Knight wou'd ftrair 
So keen he was, and eager to poffefs: 
But firft thought fit th’ Affiftance to receivey 
Which grave Phyficians {cruple not to give; 
Satyrion near, with hot Zrizgo’s ftood, 
Cantharides, to fire the boiling Blood, | 
Whofe Ufe old Bards defcribe in lufcious Rhymes, 
And Criticks learn’d explain to Modern Times. 
By 
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By this the Sheets were {pread, the Bride undreft, 
The Room was fprinkled, and the Bed was bleft. 
| What next enfu’d befeems not me to fay; 
| Tis fung, he labour'd ’till the dawning Day, 


| As all were nothing he had done by Night; 


Then briskly {prung from Bed, with Heart folight, 


And fupt his Cordial as he fate upright : 

He kifs'd his balmy Spoufe, with wanton Play, 
And feebly fung a lufty Roundelay : 

Then on the Couch his weary Limbs he caft; 
For evry Labour mutt have Reft at laff. 


But anxious Cares the penfive Squire oppreft, 
Sleep fled his Eyes, and Peace forfook his Breaft; 
The raging Flames that in his Bofome dwell, 

He wanted Art to hide. and Means to tell. 
Yet 
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Yet hoping Time th’ Occafion might betray, 
-Compos’d a Sonnet to the lovely May; 
Which writ and folded, with the niceft Art, 
He wrapt in Silk, and laid upon his Heart. 


When now the fourth revolving Day was run, 
(Twas Fune, and Cancer had receiv’d the Sun) 
Forth from her Chamber came the beauteous Bride, 
The good old Knight mov’d flowly by her Side. 
High Mafs wasfung; they feafted in the Hall; 
The Servants round ftood ready at their Call. 
The Squire alone was abfent from the Board, . 
And much his Sicknefs griev'd his worthy Lords 
Who pray’d his Spoufe, attended by her Train, 
To vifit Damian, and divert his Pain. 

Th’ obliging Dames obey’d with one Confent; 
They left the Hall, and to his Lodging went; 


1) 
4. 


h 
‘ 


The 


-- oe eee 0 “See oun eee 


ee 


MISCELLANY POEMS. 203 
The Female Tribe furround him as he lay, 
And clofe befide him fate the gentle May: 
Where, as fhe try’d his Pulfe, he foftly drew 
A {peaking Sigh, and caft a mournful View; 
Then gave his Bill, and brib’d the Pow’rs Divine 
With fecret Vows, to favour his Defign. 


Who {ftudies now but difcontented May? 
On her foft Couch uneafily the lay: 
The lumpifh Husband fnor'’d away the Night, 
‘Till Coughs awak’d him near the Morning Light, 
What then he did, I not prefume to tell, 
Nor if the thought her felf in Heav'n or Hell, 
Honeft and dull, in Nuptial Bed they lay, | 
‘Till the Bell toll’d, and All arofe to Pray. 


Were it by forceful Deftiny decreed, 
Or did from Chance, or Nature’s Pow’r proceed, 
Or 
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Or that fome Star, with Afpec kind to Love, 
Shed its felecteft Influence from above; 
Whatever was the Caufe, the tender Dame — 
Felt the firft Motions of an infant Flame; 
She took th’Impreflions of the Love-fick Squire, 
And wafted in the foft, infeCious Fire. 

Ye Fair draw near, let May's Example move 
Your gentle Minds to pity thofe who love! 
Had fome fierce Tyrant in her ftead been found, 
The poor Adorer fure had hang’d, or drown’d: 
- But the, your Sexes Mirrour, free from Pride, 


Was much too meek to prove a Homicide. 


But to my Tale : Some Sages have defin'd 
Pleafure the Sov’reign Blifs of Humankind : 
' Our Knight (who ftudy’d much, we may fuppofe) 
Deriv'd this high Philofophy from Thofe ; 


For, 
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| For, like a Prince, he bore the vaft Expence 

Of lavifh Pomp, and proud Magnificence: _ 

His Houfe was ftately, his Retinue gay, 

Large was his Train, arid gorgeous his Array. 

His {fpacious Garden, made to yield to none, 

Was compafs’d round with Walls of folid Stone; 
| Priapus cou'd not half defcribe the Grace 

(Tho’ God of Gardens) of this charming Place: 

A Place to tire the rambling Wits of France 

In long Defcriptions, and exceed Romances 

Enough to fhame the boldeft Bard that fings 

Of painted Meadows, and of purling Springs. 

Full in the Center of this Spot of Ground, 

A Cryftal Fountain fpread its Streams around, ¢ 

Its fruitful Banks with verdant Lawrels crown’d: 
_ About this Spring (if ancient Fame fay true) 
| The dapper Elves their Moonlight Sports purfue; 
Their 
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Their Pigmy King, and little Fairy Queen, 

In circling Dances gambol'd on the Green, 
While tuneful Sprights a merry Confort made, 
And Airy Mufick warbled thro’ the Shade. 


Hither the Noble Lord wou’d oft repair 
(His Scene of Pleafure, and peculiar Care) 
For this, he kept it lock’d, and always bore 
The Silver Key that op’d the Garden Door. 
To this {weet Place, in Summer’s fultry Heat, 
He us‘d from Noife and Bufinefs to retreat; 
And here in Dalliance {pend the livelong Day, 
Solus cum Sola, with his fprightly May. 

For whate’er Work was undifcharg’d a-bed, 
In this fair Garden he perform’d and {ped. 


Thus many a Day, with Eafe and Plenty bleft, 
Our gen’rous Knight his gentle Dame poffeft: 
But 
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But ah! what Mortal lives of Blifs fecure, 

How fhort a Space our Worldly Joys endure? 

O Fortune, fair, like all thy treach’rous Kind, 
But faithlefs ftill, and wav’ring as the Wind! 
O painted Monfter form’d Mankind to cheat 
With pleafing Poifon, and with foft Deceit! 
This aged ‘fanuary, this worthy Knight, 

Amidft his Eafe, Enjoyment and Delight, 
Struck blind by thee, refigns his Days to Grief, 
And calls on Death, the Wretches laft Relief. 


The Rage of Jealoufie then feiz’d his Mind, 
For much he fear’d the Faith of Womankind. 
His Wife, not fuffer’d from his Side to ftray, 
Was Captive kept; hewatch’d her Night and omg 
Abridg’d her Pleafures, and confin’d her Sway. 
Full oft in Tears did haplefs May complain, 
And figh’d for Woe, but figh’d and wept in-vain; . 

she 


? 


“ 
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She look’d on Damian with a Lover's Eyes 
For oh, ‘twas fix’d, fhe muft poffefs or die! 
Nor lefs Impatience vex’d her Am’rous Squires 
Wild with Delay, and burning with Defire. 
Watch’d as fhe was, yet cou'd not He refrain 
By fecret Writing to difclofe his Pain, 

The Dame by Signs reveal’d her kind Intent, 


*Till both were conf{cious what each other meant. 


Ah gentle Knight, what wou'd thy Eyes avail, 
Tho’ they cou’d fee as far as Ships can fail? 
’Tis better fure, when Blind, deceiv'd to be, 
Than be deluded when a Man can fee! 


Argus himfelf, fo cautious and fo wifes 
Was overwatch’d, for all his hundred Eyes: 
So many an honeft Husband may, ‘tis knowns 
Who, wifely, never thinks the Cafe his own. 
| The 


| 
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The Dame at laft, by Diligence and Care, 
Procur'd the Key her Knight was wont to bear; 
She took the Wards in Wax before the F irey 
And gave th’ Impreffion to the trufty Squire. 

By means of this, fome Wonder fhall appears 
Which in due Place and Seafon, you may hear: 


Well fung fweet Ovid, in the Days of yore, 


What Sleight is that, which Love will not explore? 
And Pyramus and Thisbe plainly fhow 
The Feats, true Lovers when they lift, can do: 
Tho’ watch’d, and captive, yet in fpight of all, 
They found the Art of Kiffing thro’ a Wall. 

But now ‘no longer from our Tale to ftray; ’ 
It happ’d, that once upon a Summer's Day, ¢ 
Our noble Knight was urg’d to Am’rous Play: 

) Pp He 
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He rais’d his Spoufe e’er Matin Bell was rungs 
And thus his Morning Canticle he fung.. 


Awake my Love, difclofe thy radiant Eyess 
Arife my Wife, my beauteous Lady rife! 
Hear how the Doves with penfive Notes complain, 
And in foft Murmurs tell the Trees their Pain; 
The Winter’s paft, the Clouds and Tempefts fly, 
The Sun adorns the Fields, and brightens all theSky..' 
Fair without Spot, whofe ev’ry charming Part 
My Bofome wounds, and captivates my Heart, 
Come, and in mutual Pleafures let’s engage, 


Joy of my Life, and Comfort of my Age! 


This heard, to Damian ftrait a Sign fhe made 
To hafte before, the gentle Squire obey’d: . 
Secret, and undefcry’d, he took his Way, 

And ambuth’d clofe behind an Arbour lay. 
It 
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It was not long eer January came, 
And Hand in Hand, with him, his lovely Dames 
Blind as he wasy not doubting All was fure, 
He turn’d the Key, and made the Gate fecure. 


Here let us walk, he faid, obferv'd by none; 
Confcious of Pleafures to the World unknown: 
So may my Soul have Joy, as thou, my Wife, 
Art far the deareft Solace of my Life ; 
And rather wou'd J chufe, by Heav’n aboves 
To die this Inftant, than to lofe thy Love. 
Refle& what Truth was in my Paflion fhown, — 
When Un-endow’d, I took thee for my owns - - ¢ 
And fought no Treafure but thy Heart alone. 
Old as Iam, and now depriv'd of Sight, > 
While thou art faithful to thy own true Knight, ¢ 
Nor Ages nor Blindnefs, rob me of Delight. 

P a Each 
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Each other Lofs with Patience I can bear, 
The Lofs of thee is what I only fear. 


Confider then, my Lady and my Wife, 
The folid Comforts of a virtuous Life. 
As firft, the Love of Chrift himfelf you gains 
Next, your own Honour undefil’d maintain; 
And laftly that which fure your Mind muft moves 
My whole Effate fhail gratifie your Love: 
Make your own Terms; and e’er to Morrow's Sun 
Difplays his Light, by Heav'ns it fhall be done. 
I feal the Contra& with a holy Kifs, 
And will perform, by this—my Dear, and this.— 
Have Comfort, Spoufe, nor think thy Lord unkind 
Tis Love, not Jealoufie, that fires my Mind. 
For when thy Beauty does my Thoughts engage, 
And join’d to that, my own ‘unequal Ages 


ae | - From 
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| From thy dear Side I have no Pow’r to part, 
Such fecret Tranfports warm my melting Heart. 
For who that once poffeft thofe Heav’nly Charms, _ 
Cou’d live ome Moment, abfent from thy Arms? 


He ceasdy and May with fober Grace reply‘d; 
Weak was her Voice, as while fhe {poke fhe cry’d. 
Heav’n knows, (with that a tender Sigh the drew) 
I have a Soul to fave as well as You; 


rs Seatiemtitete sa sal 


And, what no lefs you to my Charge commend, 
My deareft Honour, will to Death defend. 

To you in holy Church I gave my Hand, 

And join’d my Heart, in Wedlock’s facred Band; 
Yet after this, if you diftruft my Care, 


Then hear, my Lord, and witnefs what I fwear. 


Firft may the yawning Earth her Bofome rend, © 
And let me hence to Hell alive defcends 
P 3 Or 
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~ Or die the Death I dread no lefs than Hell, — 
Sow’d in a Sack, and plung’d into a Well; 
E’er I my Fame by one lewd A& difgrace, 

Or once renounce the Honour of my Race, 
For know, Sir Knight, of gentle Blood I came, _ 
I loath a Whore, and ftartle at the Name. 

But jealous Men on their own Crimes refled, 
And learn from thence their Ladies to fufpeé ; 
Elfe why thefe needlefs Cautions, Sir, to me> 
Thefe Doubts and Fears of Female Conftancy ? 
This Chime ftill rings in ev'ry Lady’s Ear, 
The only Strain a Wife muft hope to hear, 


Thus while fhe {pokes a fidelong Glance the caft, 
Where Damian kneeling, rev’renc’d as fhe. paft. . 
She faw him watch the Motions of her Eye, 

And fingled gut 4 Pear-Tree planted nigh: 


"Twas 
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Twas chare’d with Fruit that made a goodly Show, 
And hung with dangling Pears was ev'ry Bough. 
Thither th’ obfequious Squire addrefs’d his Pace, 
And climbing, in the Summit took his Place: 

The Knight and Lady walk’d beneath in View, 


Where let us leave them, and our Tale purfue. 


‘Twas now the Seafon when the glorious Sun 


| His Heav’nly Progrefs thro’ the Zwens had run ; 


And Hove, Exalted, his mild Influence yields, 

To glad the Glebe, and paint the flow’ry Fields. 
Clear was the Day, and Phebus rifing bright, 
Had flreak’d the Azure Firmament with Light; 

He pierc’d the glitt’ring Clouds with golden Streams, 
And warm’d the Womb of Earth with Genial Beams. 


The Fairies {ported on the Garden’s Side, 


It fo befel, in that fair Morning-tide, 
And, in the midft, the Monarch and his Bride. 
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So featly tripp'd the light-foot Ladies round, > a 
The Knights fo nimbly o’er the Greenfword bound, [ 
That fcarce they bent the Flow’rs, or touch’d he | — 
[Ground. ¢ - 
The Dances ended; all the Fairy Train ~ > ss 
For Pinks and Daifies fearch’d the flow’ry Plains 
While on a Bank reclin‘d of rifing Green, 
Thus, with a Frown, the King befpoke his Queen, 
i 
"Tis too apparent, argue what you can, . 


The Treachery you Women ufe to Man: .  g 
A thoufand Authors have this Truth made out, 
And fad Experience leaves no room for Doubt. 44 


Heav'n reft thy Spirit, noble Solomon, 
_A wifer Monarch never faw the Sun: 
All Wealth, all Honours, the fupreme Degree 
Of Earthly Blifs, was well beftow’d on thee}. 


For 


LT TTT VSS aS SSSR rl rs ~ rT 


a 


hee er noe POR fe ee ee ee Re, Ee ge 


MISCELLANY POEMS. 317 
For fagely haft thou faid; Of all Mankind, — - 
One only juft, and righteous, hope to find: - 
But fhoud’ft thou fearch the {pacious World around, 
Yet one good Woman were not to be found, 


Thus fays the King who knew your Wickednefss 
The Son of Sérach teftifies no lefs. 
So may fome Wildfire on your Bodies fall, 
Or fome devouring Plague confume you all, 
As well you view the Leacher in the Tree, . 
And well this Honourable Knight you fee: 
But fince he’s blind and old, (a helplefs Cafe) 
His Squire fhall cuckold him before your Face. 


Now, by my own dread Majefty I {wear, 
And by this awful Scepter which I bear, 
No impious Wretch fhall *fcape unpunifh’d long, 
That in my Prefence offers fuch a Wrong. 
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J will this Inftant undeceive the Knight, 

And, in the very Ad, reftore his Sight; 

And fet the Strumpet here in open View, 
A Warning to thefe Ladies, and to You, ¢ | 
And all the faithlefs Sex, for ever to be true. 


Now, by my Mother's Soul, it is decreed, | 
She fhall not want an Anfwer at her Need. 
For her, and for her Daughters I'll ingagey 
And all the Sex in each fucceeding Age, 

None fhall want Arts to varnifh:an Offence, _ 
And fortify their Crimes with Confidence. 


t 


And will you fo, reply’d the Queen, indeed? 


of 


Nay, were they taken in a ftridt Embrace, i 


Seen with both.Eyes, and feiz’d upon the Place, 
They need no more but to proteft, ‘and fwear, 
Breath a foft Sigh, and drop a tender Tear; | 
°Till their'wife Husbands, gull'd by Arts like thefe, 
Grow gentle, tractable, and tame as Geefe. 
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What tho’ this fland’rous Few, this Solomon, 
Calfd Women Fools, and knew full many a one2 . 
The wifer Wits of later Times declare 
How virtuous, chaft, and conftant, Women are. 
Witnefs the Martyrs, who refign’d their Breath, 
Serene in Torments, unconcern’d in Death; 

And witnefs next what Roman Authors tell, 
How Arria, Portia, and Lucretia fell, 


But fince the Sacred Leaves to All are free, 

And Men interpret Texts, why fhou'd not.We ? 
By this no more was meant, than to have fhown, 
That Sovereign Goodnefs dwells in £dz7 alone 
Who only Js, and is but only One, . 
But grant the worft; fhall Women then be weigh'd 
By ev'ry Word that Solomon has faid?. 

What 
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What tho’ this King (as febrew Story boafts) 
Built-a fair Temple to the Lord of Hofts; 

He ceas'd at laft his Maker to adore, 

And did as much for Idol Gods, or more. 

Beware what lavifh Praifes you confer 

On a rank Leacher, and Idolater, - 
Whofe Reign Indulgent God, fays Holy Writs 
Did but for David's Righteous Sake permit; 
David, the Monarch after Heav’ns own Mind, 


Who lov’d our Sex, and honour’d all our Kind. 


Well, I’m a Woman, and as fuch muft fpeak; 
Silence wou'd {well me, and my Heart wou’d break, 
Know then, | {corn your dull Authorities, 

‘Your idle Wits, and all their Learned Lies, 
By Heav'n, thofe Authors are our Sexe’s Foes, 
Whom, in our Right, I muft, and will oppofe.. ' 


| Nay 
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Nay, (quoth the King) dear Madam be not wroth 5 
lyield ic up; but fince I gave my Oath, 
That this much-injur’d Knight again fhou’d fee; 
It muft be done—I am a King, faid he, 
And one, whofe Faith has ever facred been. 


| And fo has mine, (fhe faid)-—I am a Queen! 
Her Anfwer fhe fhall have, I undertake; 

! And thus an Ead of all Difpute I make: 

| Try when you lift; and you fhall find, my Lord, 


It is not in our Sex to break our Word. 


We leave them here in this Heroick Strain, 
And to the Knight our Story turns again, 
That in the Garden, with his lovely May, 

| Sung merrier than the Cuckow or the Jay: 


7 Ti 
| | 
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This was his Song; Oh kind and conftant be, 
Conftant and kind I’ll ever prove to thee. _ 3 


Thus finging as he went, at laft he drew 
By eafie Steps, to where the Pear*Tree grew! — : 
The longing Dame look’d up, and fpy’d her Love 
Full fairly perch’d among the Boughs above. 

She ftopp’d, and fighing, Oh good Gods, fhe cry*d, . 
What Pangs, what fudden Shoots diftend my Side? . 
O for that tempting Fruit, fo frefhy fo green; ~ 
Help, for the Love of Heav’ns immortal Queen! 
Help deareft Lords and fave at once the Life: 

Of thy poor Infants and thy longing Wife! 


: 


Sore figh’d the Knight, to hear his Lady’s Cry, - | 
But cou’d not climb, and had no Setvant nigh, - } 
Old as he was, and void of Eye-fight too, 
What cou’d, alas, the helplefs Husband do? 

a , And 
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| And muft I languifh then (the faid) and dies 
Yet view the lovely Fruit before my Eye? 
At leaft, kind Sir, for Charity’s fweet fake, 
Vouchfafe the Bole between your Arms to take 5 
Then from your Back I might afcend the Tree; 
Do you but ftoop, and leave the reft to me. 


With all my Soul, he thus reply’d again; 
Id{fpend my deateft Blood to eafe thy Pain. 
This faid, his Back againft the Trunk he bent: 
She feiz’d a Twig, and up the Tree fhe went. 


a —— eee ee 


Now prove your Patience, gentle Ladies all, 
Nor let on me your heavy Anger fall : 
Tis Truth I tell, tho’ not in Phrafe refin’d; 
Tho blunt my Tale, yet honeft is my Mind. 
| What Feats the Lady in the Tree might dos 
I pafs, as Gambols never known to you: 
+ | But 
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But fure it was a merrier Fit, the {wore, 
Than in her Life fhe ever felt before. 


In that nice Moment, lo! the wondring Knighe 
Look’d out, and ftood reftor’d to fudden Sight. 
Strait on the Tree his eager Eyes he bent, 

As one whofe Thoughts were on his Spoufe intent 5 
Bot when he faw his Bofome-Wife fo dreft, : 
His Rage was fuch, as cannot be expreft: 

Not frantick Mothers when their Infants die, 
With fuch loud Clamours rend the vaulted Skie : 
He cry’d, he roar’d, he rag'd, he tore his Hairs 
Death! Hell! and Furies! what doft Thou do there? ° 


What ails my Lord? the trembling Dame reply’ds 
I thought your Patience had been better try’d: — 
Is this your Love, ungrateful and unkind, 
This my Reward, for having cur’d the Blind? — 
| 3 Believe 
; | 
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Why was I taught to make my Husband fee, 
By Strugling with a Man upon a Tree ? 
Did I for this the Pow’r of Magick prove ? 
Unhappy Wife, whofe Crime was too much Love! 


If this be Strugling, by this holy Light, 
‘Tis Strugling with a Vengeance,(quoth the Knight :) 
So Heav’n preferve the Sight it has reftor’d, 
| As with thelfe Eyes I plainly faw thee whor'd; 
Whot'd by my Slave—-Perfidious Wretcli! may Hell 


Asfurely feize thee, as I {aw too well. 


Guard me, good Angéls ! cry‘d the gentle M/zy, 
Pray Heav’n, this Magick work the proper Way : 
Alas; my Lord, ’tis cettains cou'd you fee; 

You ne'er had us’d thefe killing Words to me. 

So help me Fates, as ‘tis no perfeat Sight, 

But fome faint Glimm’ring of a doubtful Light. 
po Q What 
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What I have faid, quoth he, I muft maintain ; ' 
For, by th’ Immortal Pow’rs, it feem’d too plain 
By all thofe Pow’rs, fome Frenzy feiz'd your Mind, ., . 
(Reply'’d the Dame:) Are thefe the ThanksI find > ¢ 
Wretch that } am, that e’er I was fo Kind! 
She faid; a rifing Sigh exprefs'd her Woe, 
The ready Tears apace began to flows 
And as they fell, fhe wip’d from either Eye 
The Drops, (for Women when they lift, cancry.}) 


’ 


2 


The Knight was touch’d, and in his Looks appear’d 
Signs of Remorfe, while thus his Spoufe he chear’d : 
Madam, ’tis paft, and my fhort Anger o’er » 

Come down, and vex your tender Heart no more ; 
Excufe me, Dear, 1f ought amifs was {aid, 
For, on my Soul, amends fhall foon be made : 
Let my Repentance your Forgivenefs draw, 

By Heav'n, I {wore but what I thought I faw. 
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Ah my lov'd Lord! ’toras much unkind (fie cry’d) 
On bare Sw/picion thus to treat your Bride ; 
But *till your Sight’s eftablith’d, for a while, 
Imperfed Obje&s may your Senfe beguile : 
Thus when from Sleep we firft our Eyes difplay, 
The Balls fee wounded with the piercing Ray; ¢ 
And dusky Vapors rife, and intercept the Day : 
So juft recov'ring from the Shades of Night, 
Your fwimming Eyes ave drunk with {udden Light, \ 
Strange Phantoms dance around; and skim eta 
[your Sight. 
Theh Sir be cautious, nor too rafhly deems 
Heav’n knows, how feldom things are what they feem! 


~ Confult your Reafons and you foon thall find, 


Twas You were jealousy not your Wife unkind : 
Fove ne'er {poke Oracle more true than this, 
None judge fo wrong as thofe who think amifs. 

Q 3 With 
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With that, fhe leap’d into her Lord’s Embrace, 
With well-diffembl'd Virtue in her Face ¢. | 
He huge’d her clofe, and kifs’d her o'er and o’ers 
Difturb’d with Doubts and Jealoufies no more : | 


Both, pleas'd and bleft, renew’d their mutual Vows, — 


‘A fruitful Wife, and a believing Spoufe. 


Thus ends our Tales whofe Moral:next tomake, 
Let all, wife Husbands hence Example take; 
And pray, to crown the Pleafures of their Lives, 
To be fo well deluded by their Wives. 


_f 
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| 
A PASTORAL 


DIALO GUE, 


Between Two 


SHEPHERDESSES. 


| By the Author of the POEM on the SPLEEN. 

| | 

SILVIA. 

~-PyRetty Nymph, within this Shade, 
-Whilft the Flocks to Reft are lay’d, 

Whilftthe World diffolves in Heat, 

Take this cool, and: flow’ry Seat ; 

And with pleafing Talk, a while, 

Let us two the Time beguile: 


—Q3 3 — Tho 
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Tho’ thou here no Shepherd fee, 
To encline his humble Knee ; 
Or, with Melancholy Layes, 
Sing thy dangerous Beauty's Praife. 
DORINDA. 
Nymph, with thee, I here woud flay; _ 
But have heard, that on this Day, 
Near thofe Beeches, fcarce in views 
_ All the Swains fome Mirth purfue, 
To whofe Meeting now I haftes 
Solitude does Life but watfte. 
| SILVIA. 
Prithee, but a Moment ftay. 
DORINDA. 
No, my Chaplet wou’d decay s 
Evry drooping Flow’r wou’d mourn, 


And wrong the Face they fhou’d adorn. 


$1 E, 
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SILVIA, 
I can tell thee, tho’ fo fair, 
And drefs’d with all that Rural Care, 
Moft of the admiring Swains 
Will be abfent from the Plains, 
Gay Sy/vander, in the Dance, 
Met laft Night a fhrewd Mifchance 
To his Cabin now confin'd 
| By Mopfus, who the Strain did bind; 
Damon through the Woods does ftray; 
- Where his Kidds have loft their way 
Young Narciffus’ Iv'ry Brow, 
Rac'd by a malicious Bough, 
Keeps the girlifh Boy from fight, 
Till Time fhall do his Beauty right, 
| DORINDA. 
Where’s Alexis ?—— 


Q4 S1L- 
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SILVIA. . 
———— He, alas | 
Lyes extended on the Grafs, 
Tears his Garland, raves, defpairs, 
Mirth and Harmony forfwears ; 


Since he was this Morning fhown, 


That De/ia muft not be his own. 


DORINDA 
Foolith Swain, fuch Love to place 
SILVIA. 
On anys but Dorinda’s Face. 
| DORINDA, 
Hafty Nymph ! I faid not fo : 
SILVIA. 
No, but I thy Meaning know. 


’ Ewry Shepherd thou wou'dft have, 


Not thy Lover, but thy Slave 4 _ 


Te | 
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To encreafe thy captive Train, 
Never to be lov'd again; 

But fnce all are now away, 
Prithee but a moment ftay. 
DORINDA, 
No, the Strangers from the Vale, 
Sure, will not this Meeting fail: 
Graceful one, the other fair, 
He too, with the Penfive Air, 
Told me, e’er he came this way, 
He was wont to look more gay. 
SILVIA. 
See! how Pride thy Heart enclines, 
To think for thee, that Shepherd pines, 
' When thofe Words, that reach’d thy Ear, 
Cho was defign’d to hear ; _ 
Che, who did near thee ftand, 
And his more fpeaking Looks command. 
| | D O- 
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DORIND A. 
Now thy Envy raakes me fmile, 
That ! indeed, were worth his while: : 
 Cloe, next thy felf, decay'd, 
And no more a Courted-Maid. 
SILVIA. 

‘Next my felf ! Young Nymph, forbear, 
Still the Swains allow me Fair; 
Though, not what I was, that Day 
When Colon bore the Prize away, 
When—— 

DORIND AZ. 
—Oh, hold! that Tale will laft 
Till all the Evening Sports are pafs'd, 
Till no freak of Light is feen, 
Nor Foot-ftep prints the flow’ry Greens 


What 
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What thou wert, I need not know; 
What Fam, mruft hafte to fhow : 
Only this I now difcern, 
From the things thou’dft have me learn, 
That Woman-kind’s peculiar Joys 
From paft, or prefent Beauties rife, 


ADAM 


oe ote ce 
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ADAM Posd. 


By the fame Hand. 


Cc our firft Father, at his toilfome Plough, 


Cloath’d only in a rude, unpolifh’d Skin; 
Cou'd he, a vain, fantaftick Nymph have.feen, 
Ip all her Airs, in all her Antick Graces ; 

Her various Fafhions, and more various F acess 

_ How had it pos’d that Skill, which late Affign’d 
Juft Appellations to each fev'ral Kind, 


A right Idea of the Sight to frame, | | 
ez. 


To guefs from what new Element fhe came, 


To hit the wavering Form, or give the Thing a 
| : Name. 


: : ALC f- 


| 


*~ ThornsinhisPath, andLabour on hisBrow, | 
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ALGIDOR 


| By the fame Hand. 


Ww" IL E Monarchs in ftern Battel ftrove 
For proud Imperial Sway, 
| Abandon’d to his Milder Love, 


| Within a filent peaceful Grove, = , . - 
Alcidor carelefs lay. 


| 
| Some term’d it cold unmanly Fear; 
Some, Nicety of Senfe ; 
_ That Drums and Trumpets cou’d not hear, 
The fullying Blafts of Powder bear, 


ie Or with foul ane difpence. 


A patient Martyr to their Scorn, . 
And each ill-fafhion'd Jeft, The 
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The Youth, who‘but for Love was born; — 
Remain’d, and thought it vaft Retum,; 

To reign in Cloria’s Breaft: 


But oh! a ruffling Soldier came, 
In all the Pomp of War, 
The Gazettes long had fpoke his Fame; 
Now Hautboys his Approach proclaims 
_. And draw in Crouds from far. 
Cloria unhappily wou'd gaze s 
And as he nearer drew, 
The Man of Feather, and of Lacé, 
‘Stopp’d fhort, and with profound Amaze, 
Took all her Charis to view. 


A Bow, which from Campaigns he brought; 
And to his Holfters low, | 


He 
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Her felf,; and the Spectators taught, 
That Her the faireft Nymph he thought, 
Of all that form‘d the Row. 
| 


oa 


Next day, e’er Phebus cou'd be feen, 
Or any Gate unbarr’d, 

At hers, upon th’adjoining Green, 

From Ranks, with waving Flags between, 
Were foften’d Trumpets heard. 


The Noon does folowing Treats provide, 
In the Pavillion’s Shade; 
The Neighbourhood, and all befide, 
That will attend the amorous Pride, 
Are Wellcom’d, with the Maid. 


Poor Alcidor, thy Hopes are crofs‘d, 
| Go perifh on the Ground; 


« 
| 
. 


Thy 
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Thy Sighs by ftrotiger Notes are tofs'd, 
Drove back, or m the Paffage loft, 

Rich Wines thy Tears have drown’d. 


In Womens hearts, the fofteft Thitigs 
Which Nature cou’d devifé, 
«Are yet fome harfh and jarring Strings, 
That when loud Fame; or Profit ringss 
Will anfwer to the Nowe. —— - 


Poor Alcidor, go Fight, or Dye, ae 

- Let thy fond Notions ceafe ; ea 
Man was not made in Shades to lyes 

Or his full Blifs at Eafe enjoy, — 


To Live, or Lovey in Peace. 


BAUCIS 
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Baucis and Philemon: 


Imitated from’OV J D. 


ie antient Times, as Story tells, 

The Saints would often leave their Cells, 
And ftrole about, but hide their Quality, 

To try good Peoples Hofpitality. 


It happen’d on a Winter Nights 
As Authors of the Legend write 
Two Brother Hermits, Saints by Trades 
Taking their Tour in Mafquerades 
Difguis’d in tatter ‘d Habits, went 
Toa {mall Village down in Kent 5 


R | Where, 
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Where; in the Strolers canting Strain, 
They begg’d from Door to Door in vain; 
Try’d evry Tone; might Pity winy 


But not a Soul would let ’em in. 


Our wand’ring Saints in woful State; 
Treated at this ungodly Rate, 
Having thro’ all the Village pafs'd, 
To a {mall Cottage came at laft, 


Where dwelt a good old honeft Yeoman, 


Call'd, in the Neighbourhood, Philemon, 


~ Who kindly did the Saints invite 

In his poor Hutt to pafs the Nights: 

And then the hofpitable Sire 

Bid Goody Baucis mend the Fires 
While he from out the Chimny took 

A. Flitch of Bacon off the Hook;. eee 


And 
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And freely from the fatteft Side © 

Cut out large Slices to be fry'd: 

Then ftept afide to fetch ‘em Drink; 

Fill'da large Juge up to the Brinks 

And faw it fairly twice go round; 

Yet (what is wonderful) they found; 

Twas ftill replenith’d to the Top, 


- Asif they ne'er had toucht a Drop. 


The good old Couple was ama2'd; 

And often on each other gaz‘d; 

For both wete frighted to the Heart; 

And juft began to cry;—-What art! 

Then foftly turn’d afide, to view 
Whether the Light were burning blue: 
The gentle Pilgrims foon aware on't; 
Told ’em their Calling, and their Errant : 
Good Folks, you need not be afraid, 

We are but Saints, the Hermits faid; 

| — Re Ne 
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No hurt fhall come to You or Yours, 
But, for that Pack ef Churlifh Boors, 
Not fit to liveen Chriftian Ground, | 
They and theiy Houfes thall be drown’ds 
Whilft You fhall {ee your Cottage rife, 

And grow a Church before your Eyes. 


- They fcarce had fpoke; whens, fair and foft, 
The Roof began to mount aloft; . 
_ Aloft rofe ev'ry Beam and Rafters - 
The heavy Wall ¢himb’d flowly after. 


- The Chimney widen’d, and grew high’ry 
Became aSteeple with a Spire. | 


The Kettle to the Top was hoitft, 
And there ftood faft'ned to a Joift: 4 


But. 


7S yee EES ee ee 
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But with the Upfide down; to fhow | 
Its Inclination for Below , 
In vains for a Superior Force 
Apply’d at bottom, ftops its Courfe, 
Doom’d ever in Sufpenfe to dwell; 
‘Tis now no Kertley but a Bell. 


A wooden Jack, which had almoft 


' Loft, by difufe, the Art to roaft, 


A fudden Alteration feels, 

Encreas’d by new Inteftine Wheels: | 

And, what exalts the Wonder more, 

The Number made the Motion flow’r : 

The Flyar, tho’ ’t had leaden Feet, 

Turn'd round fo quick you fcatce could fee’ts 
But flacken’d by fome fecret Pow’r, 

Now hardly moves an Itich an Hour. 


R3 The 


recat ad ™ 
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The Jack and Chimney near ally’d, 
Had never left each others fide 

' The Chimney to a Steeple grown, 
The Jack would not be left alone, 
But up againft the Steeple rear’d, 
Became a Clock, and ftill adher’d : 
And ftill its Love to Houfhold Cares 
' By a fhrill Voice at Noon declares, 
Warning the Cook-maid not to burn 


That Roaft-meat which it cannot turn. 


_ The Groaning Chair began to crawl 
Like a huge Snail along the Wall; 
There ftuck aloft in Publick Views 


And, with {mall Change, a Pulpit grew. 


The Porringers that in a Row 


Hung high, and made a glitt’ring Show, 


Ee SESE a 7 erga | OSSETIA se 
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To a lefs noble Subftance chang’d, 
Were now but Leathern Buckets rang’d. 


The Ballads pafted on the Wall, 
Of Foan of France, and Englifo Moll, 
Fair Rofamond, and Robin Hood, 
The little Children in the Wood; 
Now feem’d to look abundance better, 
Improv’d in Picture, Size, and Letter; 
And high in Order plac’d, defcribe 
The Heraldry of ev'ry Tribe, 


A Eedfted of the Antique Mode, 
Compact of Timber many a Load, 
Such as our Anceftors did ufe, | 
Was Metamorphos'd into Pews, 

Which ftill their antient Nature keep 5 
By lodging Folks difpos’d to Sleep. 
| | R4 


The 
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The Cottage, by fuch Feats as thefe, 
Grown to a Church by juft Degrees, 
The Hermits then defir'd their Hoft 
To ask for what he fancy'd moft: 
Philemon having paus’d a while, 


Return’d em Thanks in homely Style ; . 


Then faid ;, My Houfe is grown fo fine, 
_ Methinks I ftill would call it mine: 
I'm old, and fain would live at eafe, 


Make me the Parfon, if you pleafe. 


He fpoke, and prefently he feels — 
His Grafiers Coat fall down his Heels ; 
He fees, yet hardly can believe, | 
About each Arm a Pudding-fleeve. _ 
His Waftcoat to a Caffock grew, 

And both affum'd a fable Hues” 


we 


But | 
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But being old, continu’d juft| | 
As thread-bare, and as full of Duft. 

His Talk was now of Tythes and Dues, 
Could {moak his Pipe, and read the News ; 
Knew how to Preach old Sermons next, 


' Vampt in the Preface and the Text. 


At Chriftnings well could a& his Part, 

And had the Service all by Heart; 

With’'d Women might have Children faft, 
And thought whofe Sow had farrow’d laft: - 
Againft Diffenters would repine, 

And ftood up firm for Right Divine. | 
Found his Head fill'd with many a Syftems 


_ But Claflick Authors—he ne’er mifs’d "em. 


‘Thus having furbifht up a Parfon, 


Dame Bancis next they play’d their Farce on; 


Inftead 
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Inftead of home-fpun Coif, were feen © 
Good Pinners edg'd with Colberteen: 

Her Petticoat transform’d apace, | 

Became black Sattin flounc’d with Lace. © |. - 
_ Plain Goody would no longer down, 

"Twas Madam in her Grogram Gown. 

_ Philemon was in great Surprizey, 

And hardly could believe his. Eyes, 
Amaz'd to fee Her look fo prim, 

And fhe admir’d as much at Him, 


Thus, happy in their Change of Life 
Were feveral Years this Man and Wife; 
When on a Day, which prov’d their laft, © 
Difcourfing o’er old Stories paft, 

They went by chance, amidft their Talk, — 
To the Church-yard, to take a Walk eg 


When 
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When Baucis haftily cry’d out; 
My Dear; I fee your Forehead fprout : 

Sprout, quoth the Man, What's this you tellus? 
I hope you don’t believe me Jealous : 

But yet methinks | feel it true 5 

And truly, yours is budding too— 


Nay,—now I cannot ftir my Foot; 


It feels as if *twere taking Root.—— 


Defcription would but tire my Mute: 
Jn fhort, they both were turn’d to Yews. | 
Old Good-man ‘Dod/on of the Green 
Remembers he the Trees has feen; 

He'll talk of them from Noon ’till Night, 
And goes with Folks to fhew the Sight: 
On Sundays after Ev’ning Pray’r, . 


He gathers all the Parith there 5 


4 | Points 
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_ Points out the Place of either Yew; 

Here Baucis, there Philemon grew: 

“Till once, a Parfon of our Town, — 

To mend his Barn, cut Baucis down ; 

At which ’tis hard to be believ’d 

How much the other Tree was griev'd: 
Grew fcrubby, dy’d a-top, was ftunted ; 
So, the next Parfon fub’d and burnt it. 


ON 
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On t 


Mrs: BJ‘D' DY FLOYD. 
, Hen Cupid did his Grandfire Fove intreat, 

W To form fome Beauty by a new Receit, 

Jove fent and found far in a Country Scene, — 

Truth, Innocence, good Nature, Look ferene, 

| From which Ingredients firft, the dextrous Boy 
Pickt the Demure, the Awkward, and the Coy; 

The Graces from the Court did next provide 
Breeding, and Wit, and Air, and decent Pride, 
Thefe Venus cleans'd from every fpurious Grain 

| Of Nice, Coquett, Affected, Pert, and Vain. 

| Jove mixt up all, and his beft Clay imploy‘d, 

| Then call'd the Happy Compofition, Fuo yp. — 


IN 
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AdTranflation of 


The foregoing VERSE . 


By Another Hand. 
In LYDIAM' 
| () Rabat precibus Cupido blandis, 
Ut tandem omnipotens pater deorum.— 
Formofam lege conderet recenti. 
Arvidens citd; ruris ad receffum 
Almus mifit avus, Fidemque nudam 
Uke repperit, Innocentiamque, 
Et vultum placidum, Indolemgue fuavem : 
Dextra, ques facili Puer peritus 
Oris a nimio pudore purgat, 
Et MOrUns ruaitate inelegantt, 
Ac nimis timida fugacitate. ’ 
Sacre Pierides parant deinde | : 


Ex aula ingenuam Infittutionem, Acumen 
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Acumenque acre, Gratiamque forma, — | 
Cum fe non nimis efferente Fata. 
Ab his flava Venus removit omnem 
Procul motlitiem, @ malas dolofa 
Mentis I llecebras, Ineptiafque 
Bonum prave imitantium, levefque | 
Motas, Glorioleque Inanitatem. — - : 
Mifcet omnia Jupiter, lutogue 
Temperat meliore, Lydiamque 


Inde appellat opus, fiupens, fuperbum. 


Tranflations of the SortesVirgihane. 
} | King CHARLES the Firft’s. 
At bello, &c. 
UT vex’d with Rebels, and a ftubborn he 


His Country banifh’d, and his Sons embrace, 


Some foreign Prince for fruitlefs Succours try, 
| And fee his Friends tnglorioufly die. Nor 
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Nor when he hall to Faithlefs Terms fubmit, 
~ His Throne enjoys nor comfortable Light; | 
But immature a Shameful Death receive, 


And on the Ground th’ unbury’d Body leave. : 


‘The Lord FALKLAND, 
Non hac O Palla, &c. 


| C) Pallas, this was not thy promis’d Vow, | 

~ To curb thy Fire, and fhun the cruel Foe. _ 
Thy Father fear'd thy forward Youthful Flame, 
The fweet Defire of Praife and warlike Fame. 
O haplefs Fruits of Youth! ah fatal Coft 


Of Neighbour Wars ! Ah Vows to Heav’n loft! | 


To: 


: 
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To my Friend, Mr. POPE, 
ON HIS 


PASTORALS. 


By Mt. WYCHERELET. 


I‘ thefe more dull as more cenforious Days, 
When few dare give, and fewer merit Praife ; 
A Mufe fincere, that never Flatt’ry knew, 
Pays what to Friendfhip and Defert is due. 
Young, yet Judicious ; in your Verfe are found 
Art ftrengthning Nature, Senfe improv’d by Sound: 
Unlike thofe Wits, whofe Numbers glide along 
So fmooth, no Thought e’er interrupts the Song ; 
Laborioufly enervate they appear, 
And write not to the Head, but to the Ear: 
a S | Our 
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Our Minds unmov’'d and unconcern’d, they lull, : 
And are, at beft, mott Mufically dull. : 
So purling Streams with even Murmurs creep, 
And hufh the heavy Hearers into Sleep. 

As {mootheft Speech is moft deceitful found, 

_ The {mootheft Numbers oft are empty Sound, ¢ é 
And leave our lab’ring Fancy quite a-ground. 

But Wit and Judgment join at once in you, | 
Sprightly as Youth, as Age confummate too : 

Your Strains are Regularly Bold, and pleafe 3 
With unforc’d Care, and unaffected Kafe, ¢ 
With proper Thoughts, and lively Images : 

Such, as by Nature to the Ancients fhown, 

Fancy improves, and Judgment makes your own; 
For great Men’s Fafhions to be follow’d are, 

Altho’ difgraceful ‘tis their Clothes to wear. 
Some in a polifh’d Stile write Paftoral, 
Arcadia {peaks the Language of the Mall, 
) | Like 


7 
| 
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Like fome fair Shepherdefs, the Sy/ven Mufe, 
Deck’t in thofe Flowr's her native Fields produce, 
With modeftCharms wou’d in plain Neatnefs pleafe;_.. 
But feems a Dowdy in the Courtly Drefs, ¢ 
Whofe aukward Finery allures us lefs. 

But the true Meafure of the Shepherd’s Wit 

Shou’d, like his Garb, be forthe Country fit; 

Yet muft his pure and unaffected Thought 

More nicely than the common Swain’s be wrought. 
So, with becoming Art, the Players drefs 

In Silks, the Shepherd and the Shepherdefs 5 

Yet {till unchang’d the Form and Mode remain, | 
Shap’d like the homely Ruffet of the Swain. 

Your Rural Mufe appears, to Juttify 

The long-loft Graces of Simplicity ; 

So Rural Beauties.captivate our Senfe, 


With Virgin Charms, and Nature’s Excellence. 


S2 > ; Yet 
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‘Yet long her Modefty thofe Charms cohteal'd, 
Till by Men’s Envy to the World reveal’d s 
For Wits Induftrious to their Trouble fem, 
And needs will Envy what they muft Efteem. 


Live, and enjoy their Spite ! nor mourn that Fate 
Which wou'd, ifVirgi/ liv'd, on Virgil wait; 
_Whofe Mufe did once, like thine, in Plainsdelight ; . 
Thine thal]; like his, foon take a higher Flight; 

So Larks which firft from lowly Fields arife, 
Mount by degrees, and reach at laft the Skies. 
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TO 


Mr. P O P E 


By Another Hand. 


N Tempe's Shades, thus, to the lift'ning Throng 
if Thy own 4pollo taught the Rural Song; 
That rough Deucalion-Race he cou’d aflwage 
With Verfelikethine, and footh their favage Rage ; 
The Ufe of Reafon Verfe cou’d firft Infpire, a 
Firft ftrike their flinty Breafts, and light th’ Etheriat 
Their ftupid Souls to Senfe and Thought improve, 
To Pity foften’d, and refin’d to Love. 
The melting Sounds convey’d Love’s gentle Dart, «. 
Thus Arm’d, the God fubdu’d each ftubborn Hag 
And fix’d his Empire by the Poet’s Art. 

S 3 ’ And 
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And as the Pow’r of Verfe did Love infufe, 

To nobler Flights Love wing'd the Infant Mufe,; 
Soon in fierce Strife the Tuneful Swains were found, 
The Vidtor’s Brow with Rural Honours crown’d; 
Each grateful Nymph her Shepherd's Wreath prepar’d, 
And Beauty was the Theam, and the Reward. 

Hearts then were pair'd by Love, the mutual Flame 


Bright, and unchang’d, to Age and Death the fame, 


Thus happy Mortals liv'd, e’er Vice had Birth, 
When good Old Saturz rul'd the peaceful Earth : 
Ever the hoarfe Drum had kindI'd fierce Debate, 

Or tuneful Trumpets footh’d *em into Fate : 

The guiltlefs Lawrel then from Blood was free, 
Nor Mars ufurp’d the Mu/fes facred Trees 

While Verfe, and Love, their equal Empire {way'ds 
E’er Int’reft had debas’d ‘em toa Trade: 


Celeftial 
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Celeftial Beauties did to Groves repair, 
And Gods defcending found E4zium there. 


Such firft were Poets, fuch the Ancient Wit; 
Thus Maro, and the foft Siciléan writ; 
Thy early Guides, who tun'd thy Infant Voice, 
Refin'd thy Numbers firft, and fix’d thy Choice. 
With Art like theirs, thy humble Subjec’s wrought, 
So {mooth the flowing Verfe, fo turn’d the beauteous 
Where eafic Nature every Grace affords, oe 

And charms without anempty Pomp of Words : 

Where the juft Thoughts the Sy/vaz Mufe fupplies, 

Sink without creeping, without foaring Rife. 

| So form’d the Whole, fo well difposd each Part, 

Nor Greece nor Rome can boaft a nobler Art : 

Kach Age and Paffion, ev'ry Rural Care, 


Attend the Sea/fons of the various Year ; 


S 4 The 
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The Spring of Youth Life’s opening Sweets does prove, 

_ Gay Hopes, and foft Defires, the Bloom of Love: : 
*Tull ripen’d Man his {corching Summer mourns, 

And kindl'd into Pain, more fiercely burns : 

The glowingF lame,damp'd with Autemaal Storms, | 
Dark Images of Death and Horrour forms, ¢ 
Or, when declin’d to Friendfhip, faintly warms: | 

A Train of Woes, cold Age like Winter bears, 

Loft Hopes, departed Love, and endlefs Tears ! 


The Sy/van Song your firft Effay you chufe, 
The hardeft, the leaft known, moft moving Mufe; 
But foon on Wing, above your Native Plains, 
You mount aloft in Homer's Godlike Strains; 
While you Divine Sarpedon's Fate deplore, 
Sublime with Grecezan Energy you Soar : 

So juft an Art in each Extream you prove, 
Or fing with Shepherds, or lament with Jove, 
| Thus 


Mayjeftick Palaces, and humble Fields : 

Thus warm in Spring his Youthful Beams appear, 
Create the Seafons, and adorn the Year x 
ToFlow’rs their Bloom, toStars their Light fupply, 
Paint all the Vales, and Brighten all the Sky. 
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Thus thy bright God with equal Glory gilds— 
HORACE 
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HORACE, 
ODE III. Boox IIL 


Auguftus had a‘Defign to Rebuild Troy, and make 


st the Metropolis of the Roman Empire ; having | 


Clofetted feveral Senators on the Project, Ho- 
race is fuppos'd to have Written the following 
| Ode on this Occafion. 


T.. Man refolv’d and fteady to his Truft, 
L. Inflexible to Ill, and obftinately Juft, 
May the rude Rabbles Infolence defpifes 

Their fenfelefs Clamours and tumultuous Cries; 
The Tyrant’s fiercenefs he beguiles) 

And the ftern Brow, and the harh Voice defies, 
And with Superior Greatnefs {miles, 


Not the rough Whirlwind, that deforms 
Adria’s black Gulf, and vexes it with Storms, 


The 
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The ftubborn Virtue of his Soul can move ; 
Not the Red Arm of Angry Fove, 
That flings the Thunder from the Sky, 
And gives it Rage to roar, and Strength to fly. 


Shou’d the whole Frame of Nature round him break, 
In Ruin and Confufion hurl’d, 
He, Unconcern’d, wou’d hear the mighty Crack, 
And ftand fecure amidft a falling World. 


Such were the Godlike Arts that led 
Bright Pollux to the bleft Abodes; 
Such did for. great A/cides plead, 
And gain’d a Place among the Gods. 
Where now Auguffus, mix’d with Heroes, lies; 
And to his Lips the Nectar Bowl applies ; 
His ruddy Lips the Purple Tin@ure fhow, 
And with immortal Stains divinely glow. 


” 
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By Arts like thefe did young Lyeus rife: 

His Tigers drew him to the Skies, 

Wild from the Defart and unbroke : 

In vain they foam’d, in vain they ftar’d, 

In vain their Eyes with Fury glard ; : 

He tam'd em to the Lath, and bent ‘em to the Yoke. 


Such were the Paths that Rome’s great Founder ° 
When in a Whirlwind {natch’d on high, [trod; : 
He fhook off dull Mortality, 

And loft the Monarch in the God. 
Bright Juno then her awful Silence broke; 


And thus th’ affembled Deities befpoke. 


Troy, {ays the Goddefs, perjur'd Troy has felt . 
The dire Efle¢ts of her proud Tyrant’s Guilt ‘. Y 
The tow’ring Pile and foft Abodes, 7 
Wall'd by the Hand of fervile Gods; 

| - Now 
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Now fpreads its Ruins all around, 
And lyes inglorious on the Ground. 
An Umpire, partial and unjuft, 
And a lewd Woman’s impious Luft, ¢ 
Lay heavy on her Head, and funk her to the Duft. 


Since falfe Laomedon’s ‘Tyrannick Sway, 
That durft defraud th’ Immortals of their Pay; 
Her Guardian Gods renounc’d their Patronage, 
Nor wou'd the fierce invading Foe repell s 
To my Refentments, and Minerva’s Ragey 
The guilty King and the whole People fell. 


And now the long protracted Wars are o’er, 


The foft Adult’rer fhines no more ; 


No more do’s Heéfor's Force the Trojans fhield, 
That drove whole Armies back, and fingly clear’d 
| the Field. | 


| . 


| 
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My Vengeance fated, I at length refign 
To Mars his Offspring of the Zrojan Line: 
Advance’d to God-head let him rife, 

And take his Station in the Skies; 

There entertain his ravifh’d Sight 

With Scenes of Glory; Fields of Light , — 
Quaff with the Gods Immortal Wine, | 


And fee adoring Nations crowd his Shrine: 


~~ The thin Remains of Troy’s afflicted Hoft, 

In diftant Realms may Seats unenvy’d find, 

And flourifh on a Foreign Coaft 

-But far be Rome from Troy disjoin’d, 

Removd by Seas, from the difaftrous Shore, : 
May endlefs Billows rife between, and Storms un- 


number’d roar. | ! 


Sul 
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Still let the curft detefted Place, | 
Where Priam | yes, and Priam’s faithlefsRace, ¢ 
Be cover'd o'er with Weeds, and hid in Grafs. 
There let the wanton Flocks unguarded ftray ; 

Or, while the lonely Shepherd fings, 

Amidft the mighty Ruins play, 

And frisk upon the Tombs of Kings. 


May Tygers there, and all the Savage kind, 
Sad folitary Haunts, and filent Defarts find ; 

In gloomy Vaults, and nooks of Palaces, 

May th’ unmolefted Lyonefs ~ 

Her Brinded Whelps fecurely lay, 

Or coucht, in dreadful Slumbers wafte the Day. 


While Troy in Heaps of Ruins lyes, 
Rome and the Roman Capitol thall rife ; 
Th’ tl | 
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Th’ Illuftrious Exiles unconfin’d 
Shall Triumph far and near, and rule Mankind. 


In vain the Sea’s intruding Tide 
Europe ftom Afric thall divide, 
And part the fevet’d World 1n two : rieeall | 
Through 4frie’s Sands their Triumphs they hall - 
And the long Train of Victories purfue _ | 
To Nile’s yet undifcover’d Head. 


Riches the hardy Soldier thall defpife, 
And look on Gold with un-defiring Eyes, 
Nor the disbowell’d Earth explore 
‘In Search of the forbidden Ores 
Thofe Glitt’ring Ills conceal’d within the Mine, 
Shall lye untouch’d, and Innocently thine. 
To the laft Bounds that Nature fets, 

The piercing Colds and fult’ry Heats, | 
| | The 
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The Godlike Race fhall fpread their Arms; 

Now fill the Polar Circle with Alarms, | 

"Till Storms and Tempefts their Purfuits confine, _ 


Now fweat for Conqueft underneath the Line. 


This only Law the Victor thall reftrain, 
On thefe Conditions fhall he Reign 5 

If none his Guilty Hand employ, 

To build again a Second Troy; 

If none the rafh Defign purfue, 


Nor tempt the Vengeance of the Gods anew. 


A Curfe there cleaves to the Devoted Place, 
That fhall the New Foundations rafe : 
Greece fhall in mutual Leagues confpire 
To ftorm the Rifing Town with Fire, 
And at their Armies Head my felf will fhow 
What Juno, urg’d to all her Rage, can dd. 
| T | ‘Thrice 
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Thrice fhou’d Apollo's felf the City raife, 
And line it round with Walls of Brafs, 
Thrice fhou’d my fav’rite Greeks his Works confou nd, 
And hew the fhining Fabrick to the Ground; 


Thrice fhou’d her captive Dames toGreece return, . 


And their dead Sons and flaughter’d Husbands mourn. 


But hold, my Mufe, forbear thy tow’ ring Flights 
Nor bring the Secrets of the Gods to Light : 
Jn vain wou'd thy prefumptuous Verfe 


Th’ Immortal Rhetoric reherfe; 


_ The mighty Strains, in Lyric Numbers bound, 


Forget their Majefty, and lofe their Sound. — 


THE. 


| 


\ 
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THE. 


Scory of ER MINA, 


~ Tranflated from 
Talos Ferufalem, Boox VII. 
Infcrib’d to the Right Honourable the 


Lady Vifcountefs WEYMOUTH. 


Rminia, by the Centinels furpriz’d, © 
EK Fled all the Night,in burnifh’d Arms difguis’ds 
And all the Day thro’ pathlefs Woods fhe ftray’d, 
Of ev'ry whifp'ring Breath of Wind afraid : 
But now the Sun his fhining Progrefs ends, 
Deferts the Skies, and to the Sea defcends; 
The Nymph arrives where wealthy Fordan flows, 
And on his flow’ry Borders feeks Repofe; 
T2. Soft 
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Soft Sleep, that with'd Belief to Mortals brings, 
Spreads o’er the beavicews Maid his downy Wings; 
Bur refile fs Love iis Homypire Nall maintains, 

Aad oer her Dacams ie ais y Tsiumph reigns: a 
At Inf, the Birds Glute the rrfing Light, 


And 0 anton, M ands tha vole Morn invite; 


They sort the Strezms, anddance along the Waves, 
Glide thro’ he Woods, and whifper in the Leaves: 
Each panied Piotr: evens to the Day, 

With them, Lrmined’s Eyes their Charms difplay : 3 
With penfive Looks, the Profped round hheview'd, 
The Shepherds Tenis, 2nd Rural Solitade; a 
Each mufsling Neiie awakes her former Fears, 

"Till thro’ the Boughs 2 suceful Note the hears: 
The Ficlds and Floods the chearful Soinhd rétain, 
And fportive Kecho’s mock the Jovial Swain 5 

Who carelefs ncar the Barks of Jordaa fate, 


Nor fear'd the Stars, nor eors‘d aclentlefs Fate = 


Pas Pleas 
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Pleas'd with his honeft Art, he Baskets wove; 
Three fprightly Boys to imitate birn Prove. 
The Princefs nearer drew, with mike Asis ele 
The Children fled the anaccuffom’d Sich, 
‘Tul the bright Helmet from her Hed the ok, 
Reveal’d a Female Face, and modeft Look ; 
The golden Treffes o’er her Shoulders fcS1, 

And all their Fears her Charming Eyes difgel: 
Her Face no more a Martial Terror boatfis, 


_ When thus the wond’ring Shepherd fie accafts. 


Thrice happy Man! the Gods peculiar Care 
Proteé thee from the wafteful Rage of War: | 
I come not here to offer holitie Wrongs, 

To interrupt thy Laboursy nor thy Songs: 
But by what Methods haft thou found Defence, 


Again{t the Sword’s impartial Violence; 


i 3 Wile 
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While clafhing Arms, andthe fhrill Trumpets Sound, - 
~ With endlefs Jars, perplex the Regions round? © | 


My humble State, fair Maid, the Swain replies, 
Beneath the Turns of changing Fortune lies : 
While Light’ning blafts the Mountain’s lofty Brow, 
The humble Valley {miles fecure below. — 

From all the Tumults,y which diftraé& the Great, 
We live Exempt, 1n this obfcure Retreats _ 

The Gods themfelves the Rural Life approve, 
And kindly guard the Innocence they love: 

In Groves we fleep, from Spoil and Rapine free, | 
Content with Little, bleftin Poverty. _ 

This Life (which yet Ambitious Men defpife) 
Before a Court’s licentious Joys, I prize ; 

Nor Pride, nor fordid Avarice, moleft 


The foft Tranquility within my Breaft, 


| Unartful 
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Unartful Meats fupply my frugal Board, 
And Drink, the pure untainted Springs affords | 
No Poifons thro’ their Channels are convey’d, 
Nor are we here in golden Cups betray‘d : 
Thefe Youths, my Sons, to Labour us’d, like me; 
Attend my Flocks with chearful Induftry. 
Nor think thefe Shades can no Delights afford. 
With Various harmlefs Beafts the Woods are ftor’d, 
Among the Boughs melodious Birds refide, 
And fcaly Fifh along the Rivers glide. 


Yet other Motives did my Youth engage, 
And wild Ambition fir’d my blooming Age; 
I fcorn’d the Peafant’s Care and humble Toils, — 
And left my Native Shores, for Foreign Soils ; 
And in th’ Egyptian Court my Suit preferr'd: 
My Suit the condefcending Noble heard. 


T 4) . The 
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The Royal Gardens foon were made my Care oy 

I learn’d the fatal Snares of Greatnefs there, — 

| Its Impious Methods, and Unconftant State; 

"But learn’d, alas! the dear Miftake too late : 

My Prime was pafty my airy Wifhes crofs‘d, 

And all my Dreams of rifing Fortune loft. 

With weeping Eyes, the Country Scenes I view’d, . 
And blefs’d my once Inglorious Solitude | 
The fmooth Tranquility, the gay Content, 

In which my former happy Days were {pent. 
-Refolv’d again thofe Pleafures to purfue, 

With juft Remorfe, I bid the Court Adieu. 

The Day was doubly fortunate for me; 


Which fet me from its gawdy Bondage free. 


His wife Difcourfe th’ attentive Princefs pleas’d, - 


And half the Tempeft of her Soul appeas’d s 


A 


She 
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She now refolves totry, far from the Strife 
Of factious Courts, an unambitious Life. 

She paus’é—and thus, with gentle Words, began 

T° addrefs the hoary venerable Man. 


If, by the Difappointments thou haft prov’d, 
Thy kind Relicf and Pity may be mov’, 
Condué me to fome Hofpitable Cell, 
And let me 1n thcfe calm Receffes dwell : 
There quiet Shadcs, perhaps, will eafe my Grief, 
And give my reftlefs Paffions fome Relief. 

By thy Example taughr, I fhail grow Wife ; 
With that, a Tear grac‘d her prevailing Eyes : 
Some pitying Drops the careful Shepherd fhed, 
And to his Cottage the fair Stranger led. - 

A Father’s kind Indulgence fills his Breaft; 

His Wife, with Joy, receives the Royal Gueft ; 


: | Who 
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Who now her nodding Helmet lays afide, 
~ Her gilded Arms, and ornamental Prides 
Then in a Sylvan Drefs, the graceful Maid, 
All Negligent, her decent Limbs array’d ; 
But. nothing Ruftick in her carelefs Meen, 
The Princefs {till thro’ all Difguife was feen: 
Majeftick Beauty lighten’d in her Face, 
She mov’d, and{poke, with an Unvulgar Grace ; 
And Air of Grandeur, not to be f upprefs'd, | 
Her noble Mind and high Defcent confefs'd, 
Yet to the Fold her bleating Flocks fhe drove, 
And with her Native Delicacy ftrove : 
Sometimes along the frefh enamel’d Meads, 
Her harmlefs Charge, with gentle Pace fhe leads; 
‘And, oft beneath-fome Lawrel’s Shade reclin’d, 
With Tancred’s Name, fhe wounds the tender Rind: 
Each Tree that flourifh’d in the confcious Grove, 
The Records bore of her fuccefslefs Love. 

‘And 
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And when the Tragick Story fhe review'd, 
The fad Defcription all her Grief renew’ds 
With Love and melting Sorrow in her Eyes, 
Ye verdant Plants, the penfive Charmer cries, 
Ye Pines, and fpreading Lawrels, as ye grows 
Retain the deep Infcriptions of my Woe; 
Some wretched Maid, undone by Love, like me, - 
Shall mourn my injur’d Faith, and partial Deftiny. 


But if my Charming Hero here fhould ftray, 
As grant, ye Bleft Propitious Powers, he may! 
And wand’ring, find in ev’ry Shade his Name; 
My fecret Care, and undifcover’d Flame, 

Long after Death has clos'd my wretched Eyes, 
And in the Grave this Mortal Relick lyes; 
Some tender Sigh, fome grateful Tear, may prove 


The late Succefs of my Unblemith’d Love. 


My 


‘80 The SIXTH PART of 


My hov’ring Ghoft, pleas‘d-with that foft Return, 
The Rigour of my Fate no more fhould mourn. 


_ With thefe Complaints, fhe fooths her fond }) | 


Defiress < 


And vainly. to the Fields and Shades retires, | | 
ty 


The Fields and Shades indulge her fatal Fires : 
While Zancred, yet a Stranger to her Charms, 
Among the Toils of War, and fierce Alarms, ¢ 

| | 


Purfues a nobler Fate in Military Arms. 
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HEN never let me fee her more ! 
In vain I figh, in vain adore. 


fome lonely Defart Place, 


Far from Sight of Human Race ; 


Where neither Joy nor Sorrow dwell, 
Oh! let me’ endeavour to forget 


At once my felf, and Amorct. 


By the fame Hand. 
I. 


WW? Y we Love, and why we Hate; 
| Is not granted us to know; | 
| Random Chance, or wilful Fate, 

Guides the Shaft from = s Bow. 

7 


: In fome unfrequented Cell, 
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II. 

If on me Zelinda frown, 

-?Tis Madnefs all in me to grieve : 

Since her Will is not her own, oo 

Why fhould I uneafie live ? , Z 
III. 

If I for Zelinda dyes 

Deaf to poor Mizella’s Cries ; 

Ask not me the Reafon why : 

| Seek the Riddle in the Skies. 


ANACREON, ODE a4 
By the fame Hand. 

w™ fo Coy, my lovely Maid? 

: Why of Age fo much afraid >» 

Your Cheeks, like Rofes, to the Sight 5 _ 


And my Hair, as Lillies white; 
| In 


MISCELLANY POEMS. 283 
In Love’s Garland, we'll fuppofe 
Me the Lilly, you the Rofe. 


ANAGCREONTIQUE. 


By the fame Hand. 


Eneath the Covert of a Grove, 
B The confcious Scene of all my Love, 
Carelefs, and fupinely lay’d, 
I took my Lute, and Sung and Play’d. 
Of Love’s foft Paflion did I fing, 
And Cupid, Love’s almighty King ; 
When lo! a String, that would have fpoke, 
Beneath my Finger, fighing broke ; | 
It broke, and faid, methoughts, to me, 
Think on thy own Mortality — 


In 
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In Anfoyer to the Queflion; 

What i is THOUGHT? 
| By the tam Hand. 
T: E Heavic S Seti in his eal 

The Fite, that warms tlic Poet’s Brain ; 
The Lover’s Heaven, or his Hell ; | 
The Mad Man’s Sport, the Wife Man’s Pain. 


Halt Masking her Self when 
fhe Smil'd. 


By the fame Hand. 
10, when the Sun, with his Meridian Light, 
Too fiercely darts upon our feeble Sight ; 
We thank th’ officious Cloud, by whofe kind Aid 
We view his Glory, leffen’d in a Shade. 


\ 


Lying 
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Lying at her Feet. 


By the fame Hand. 
| [might move, 
T'.. Pofture, and thefe Tears, that Heav'n n 
In vain I ufe in Favour of my Love : 
And while thus proftrate at her Feet I lye, _ 
Like fome fair Rock fhe ftands, that tow’ring high, 
Seems deaf to thofe fad Murmurs, ' which below 


The plaintive Waters utter, as they flow. 


Reading Mr. WALLER. 
s By the fame Hand. 


| Nhuman Saéchariffa ! not to love 

| The Man, whofe Verfe might Rocks to Pity move. 
Yet, fince Amphion Sung, they Senfe retain ; 

And Verfe may foften all Things, but Difdain. 

| : , | UC As 


| 
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As he the fatal Glories of your Eyes, 

His eafie Wit, and courtly Pen, I prize. 

In vain, like him, I figh, in vain I mourn; 
sine Waller’s Mufe has Sacchariffa's Scorn. » 


Occafion'd by the early 7 
of al AR K. 
By the fame Hand. 


_ my Soul ! The early Birds infpire 
My groveling Thoughts with pure; celeftial 
They from their temp’rate Sleep awake, and pay — 
Their thankful Anthems for the New-born Day. 
See, how the tuneful Lark is mounted high ! 
And, Poet-like, falutes the Eaftern Sky. 


He warbles thro’ the fragrant Air his Layesy 


And feems the Beauties of the Morn to praife. 


But 
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But Man, more void of Gratitude, awakes, 
And gives no Thanks for that {weet Reft he takes : 
Looks on the gloriqus Sun’s new-kindled Flame, 
Without one Thought of Him, from whom it came. | 
The Wretch, unhallow’d, does the Day begin ; 
Shakes off his Sleep, but fhakes not off his Sin. 


By the fame Hand. rruly Fire, 


HEN Gamefome Youth, and Love's un- 

Arequell dby Age,,that deadens all Defire 5 
When Chearful Days and Jovial Nights are fled, 
And drooping Health inclines her fickly Head, 
When downy Sleep, tho’ courted long, denies 
To blefs my Bed, and clofe my weary Eyes ; 


i] 


U 2 When 


| 
| 
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When Nature fickens, and with fainting Breath, 
Struggles beneath the bitter Pangs of Death 5 
When helplefs Art no*hopes of Life can give, 

Nor Pray’r; nor Tears, the fentenc’d Wretch reprieve 5 
When all our Friends, then fews make heavy Moan. 
And heighten all our Sorrows by their own: 

Amid the Terrors of this folemn Woe, 

The fleeting Soul begins her felf to know ; 

Turns o'er the Regifter of Life in hatte, 
Weighs all her Thoughts,her Words and Adtions paft. 
Then, if no frightful Images appear; 

No ghaftly Ills awake her confcious Fear; - 
Gently fhe lays her down in Peace to-reft, v 
As Infants fleep upon their Mother's Breatt. 


AN 
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‘ ODE 
St. Cecilia's Day, 1699... 
| 
| 


I. 
| Left Cecilia ! Charming Maid! 
B Where fhall Mortals feek for Aid 
Thee to Sing > Whofe tuneful Layes | 

Shall thy Skill in Mufick praife > 
Infpir'd by Thee, thy Sons their wad fhow, 
And imitate below, 

With pious Love, 
What Angels fing Above. 

With Breath the fpacious Organ fill ; 

With vital Breath the Trumpet {well 

U 3 | | _ In 
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Infpire the foft’ning Flute with Skill ; 
And let Cecilia, Goddefs of our Songs 
In melting Accents ever dwell 
~ On ev’ry String and ev'ry Tongue. , 
II. 

For ever Sacred be the Days 
Beyond all others Bright and Fair, 
Ever Joyous, ever Gay, 
When firft Divine Cectlia found 
‘The Magick Art ta quicken the long filent Air 
- With all the Energy of Sound, 
Up to the Skies 
On new fledg’d Wings, 
From Earth celeftial Mufick flies, 
And joins in Concert with the Cherub's Strings, 
Down from their blifsful Bow’rs they came; 
Came down to liften, and admire . 
The mighty animated Frame, 
It felf a Quire, 


| 
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| III. 
She {mil'd, | 
Ceciia {mil’d, to fee 
The Cherubs mild, 
With hov’ring Wings defcending from on High. 
Like nimble Lightning, {wift and gay, 
O’er all the Keys her wanton Fingers play; 
The ready Notes obey her Touch : 
Diffolv’d in Extafie 
Th’ immortal Beings lye; 
Divine Cecéiia charms too much. 
| IV. 
Her f{prightly Treble, warbling fweet, 
Glides thro’ the Veins - 
On Even Feet, 
And binds the Soul in Silken Chains: — 
The yielding Soul with Softnefs, it difarms, 
And, like a Woman, Charms. 
U4 With 
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With manly Grace the Bafs ftalks high, 
Array’d in awful Majefty ; 
Its haughty Bound 
And pompous Sound 
The Spirits warm, 
The Soul alarm, 
And fhake the trembling Air around. 
Between the two Extreams the Tenor flows 
In gentle Streams; perfuading Union as it goes, 
And now in perfect Harmony 
The blended Parts agree, 
And glut the lift’ning Ear with Melody, 
V; 

The Trebble ftarts; 
On {wift Divifion leads the Chafe, 
And quite ‘out-ftrips the loit’ring Parts, 
The rumbling Bafs 


With clumzy Pace 
i Purfues 
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Purfues the fleeting Fugitive, 
And all in Triumph does her backward drive : 
But fee ! 
The Friendly Tenor, all for Unity, 
Does mildly interpofe, 
And joins them in a full compounded Clofe. 
7 - 
She paus’d awhile ; 
For Silence has in Mufick Place. 
The ravith'd Cherubs, with a filent Smile, 
. Difclofe Amazement on each Face. | 
Again’ fhe plies the loud Machine; — 
Again intranc’d the Cherubs lye ; 
{mmortal, yet in Pleafures almoft die. 
Thrice the lovely Maid 
| Paus‘’d ; and thrice fhe play’d ; 
| And thrice the thew’d the Pow’r Divine 


pa 


| 
| 
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And wond'rous Force of modulated Sound, 
That like a mighty Torrent flows, 
Victorious as it goes, | 


And Sweeps away the ftrongeft Mound. 


CHORUS. 


With Breath the fpacious Organ fill 
With vital Breath the Trumpet fwell ; 
_Infpire the foft’ning Flute with Skill; 
And let Cecilia, Goddefs of our Song, 
| In melting Accents ever dwell, 
In ev'ry String and ev’ry Tongue. 


SONG. 
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SONG 
To the Fickle SYUVIA. 


I. 
“AKE Pity, Sylvia, charming Fair, 
No more my Fate fufpend ; 
ut folve my Doubts, and eafe my Care, — 
t bid me Hope, or elfe Defpair ; 
| And thus my Sufferings end. 
II. 
tedious Month I've been confin’d, 
(Which is an Age in Love: ) 
bon will you e’er difclofe your Mind ; 
ne while you’re Coy, and then you're Kind ; 
) Sometimes you neither prove. 
bas cruel Charmer, let me know my Fate; 
Whifper your Love, or thunder out your Hate.’ 
| Written 


| 


| 
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Written by the 
_E. of MULGRAVE 


NOW 


~ Marquefs of Normanby. 


ne perhaps, dujl Crouds adynire ; 
But I, alas, am all on Fire. | J : 


I durft have fworn I lov'd before, 
And fancy ‘d all the Danger o'er; 
(Like him who thought in Childhood paft ' 

‘That dire Difeafe, which kill'd at laft) 
| _ Had felt the Pangs of jealous Pain, — 

And born the Blafts of cold Difdain 5 
‘Fhen, reap’d at length the mighty Gains, . 
| That full Reward of all our Pains! | 

| : Bi 
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But what was_all fuch Grief, or Joys 
‘What did my heedlefs Years employ ? 

Meer Dreams of feign’d fantaftick Pow’rs; 
But the Difeafe of idle Hours; 
Amufement, Humour, Affectation, 
Compar’d with this fublimer Paffions 
Whofe Raptures, bright as thofe Above, 
Out-fhine the Flames of Zeal, or Love. 


Yet think not, Faireft, what I fing 
Does from a Love Platonick fpring ; 
That formal Softnefs, falfe and vain, 

| Not of the Heart, but of the Brain. 
| Thou art indeed above all Nature 5 
But I, a Wretched Human Creature, 


Wanting thy gentle, generous Aid, 


Of Husband, Rivals, Friends afraid ; 
i 


| 
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‘Amidft 
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- Amidft all this Seraphic Fire, 

Am almoft- dying with Defire ; 

With eager Withes, ardent Thoughts, 
Prone to commit Love's, wildeft Faultd. 
And, as we are on Sundays told 

‘The lufty Patriarch did of Old, 

Would force a Bleffing from thofe hides’ 
And grafp an Angel in my Arms. 


THE 
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| THE 
| EPISODE 
| OF 
Tranflated from the e dew 
Twelfth and Sixteenth Booxs 


| ne 


| HOME Rs ILIAD S. 


| By Mt. ALEXANDER POPE. 


~The ARGuMENT, 


| Sarpedon, the Son of Jupiter, commanded the Lycians 
who came to the did of Troy. Inthe firft Battel 

| when Diomed had put the Trojans to fught, he 

) sacourag’d Hectot to rally, and fignaliz'd himfelf 
by the Death of Tlepolemus. Afterwards when 

the Gteeks had rais’d a Fortification to cover their 

| x Fleet; 


nor The SIXTH PART of. 


Fleet, which the Trojans endeavour'd to over 
throw, this Prince was the Occafion of effecting 
st. He incites Glaucus to fecond him in this Action 
by an admirable Speech, which has been render'd 
#4 Enghfe by Sir John Denhams after whom the. 
Tranflator had not the Vanity to attempt it for 
any other reafon, than that the Epifode muft have 
been very imperfect withoyt fo Noble a part of it. 


Hus Heéfor, great in Arms, contends in vain 
TT To fix the Fortune of the fatal Plain, 
Nor Frey cou'd conquer, nor the Greaks wou'd yields 
‘Till bold Sarpedon rufh'd into the Field; 
For Mighty Fovean{pir'd with Martialf'lame 
His God-like Son, and urg’d him on toFame. _ 
In Arms he fhines; confpicuous from afar, 
_ And bears aloft his.ample Shield in Air, 
Within whofe Orb the thick Bull-hides were roll’d, 
Pondrous with Brafés and bound with ductile Golds, 
And while two pointed Jav’lins-arm hisHands, 
| Majeftick moves along, and leads his Lycian Bands. © 


’ 


50 


MISCELLANT POEMS. 303° 


So preftwith Hunger, from the Mountain'sBrow, 

| Defcends a Lion on the Flocks below; ? 
So ftalks the Lordly Savage o'er the Plain, 

In fullen Majefty, and ftern Difdain: 

In vain loud. Maftives bay him from afar, 

And Shepherds gaul him with an Iron War; 
Regardlefs, furious, he purfues his way; 


He foams, he roars, he rends the panting Prey, . 


| Refolv‘d alike; Divine Sarpedon slows 

With gen’rous Rage; that drives him on the Foes; 
He views the Tow'rs, and meditates their Fall ; 
To fure Deftruction dooms the Grecian Walls 

| Then cafting on his Friend an ardent Look; - 
Fir’d with the Thirft of — thus he {poke: 


X 4 Why 


| 
| 
| 
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_ Why boaft we, G/aucus, our extended Reign, 
Where Xanthus’ Streams enrich the Lycian Plain? | 
-Ournum’rous Herds that range each fruitful Field, 
And Hills where Vines their Purple Harveft yield? | 
Our foaming Bowls with gen’rous Neé#ar crown'd, 
Our Feafts enhanc’d with Mufick’s {prightly Sound > 
Why on thofe Shores are we with Joy furvey’d, 
Admir’d as Heroes, and as Gods obey’d ? 

Unlefs great Aéts fuperior Merit prove, 

And Vindicate the bounteous Pow’rs above: 

Tis ours, the Dignity They give, to grace; 

The firft in Valour, as the firft in Place : 

That while-with wondring Eyes our Martial Bands 
Behold oux Deeds tranfcending our Commands, 
Such, they may cry, deferve the Sov’reign State, 
Whom thofe that Envy dare not Imitate ! 
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Cou’d all our Care elude the greedy Grave, 
Which claims no lefs the Fearful than the Brave, 
For Luft of Fame I fhou’d not vainly dare 

In fighting Fields, nor urge thy Soul to War. 
But fince, alas, ignoble Age muft come, 

Difeafe, and Death’s inexorable Doom , 

The Life which others pays let Us beftowy 
And give toFame what we to Nature owe; 
Brave, tho’ we fall ; and honour’d, if we lives 


Or let us Glory gain, or Glory give ! 


He faid, his Words the lift’ning Chief infpire 
With equal Warmth, and rouze the Warrior’s Fire; 
The Troops purfue their Leaders with Delight, 
Rufh to the Foe, and claim the promis’d Fight. 
Meneftheus from on high the Storm beheld, 
Threat’ning the Fort, and black’ning in the Fields. 


X 3 Around 
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Around the Walls he gaz’d, to view from far | 
What Aid appear'd t’avert th’ approaching War, 
And faw where Teucer with th’ djaces ftoad, 

' Infatiate of the Fight, and prodigal of Blood. 


In vain he calls, the Din of Helms and Shields 
- Rings to the Skies, and ecchoes thro’ the Fields, _ 


The Gates refound, the Brazen Hinges fly, - - 


While each is bent to conquer or to die. 


Then thus to Z400s ;—Hence with {peed (he faid) . 


And urge the bold aces to our Aid; 

' Their Strength united beft may help to bear 
The bloody Labours of the doubrful War: 
Hither the Lycian Princes bend their Courfes 
The beft and braveft of the Zrejan Force. 

- But if too fiercely, there, the Foes contend, 
Let Telamon-at leaft our Tow’rs defend, = 
And Teaecer hafte, with his unerring Bow, 


To fhare the Danger, and repel the F of. 


Swift 
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Swift as the Word, the Herald fpeeds along 

| The lofty Ramparts, through the Warlike Throng, 

And finds the Heroes, bath’d in Sweat and Gore, 

Oppos'd in Combate on the dufty Shore. | 

) Stray to the Fort great Ajax turn’d his Care, 

And thus befpoke his Brothers of the War : 

‘Now valiant Lycomede, exert your Might, 


| And brave Oileus, prove your Force in Fight ; 
To you I truft the Fortune of the Field, 

"Till by this Arm the Foe fhall be repell’'ds 

That done, expect me to compleat the Day : 
Then, with his: Sev’nfold Shield, he ftrode away, 
With equal Steps bold Teucer preft the Shore, 
Whofe fatal Bow the ftrong Pandion bore. 

High on the Walls appear’d the Lycian Pow'rs, 


Like fome black en gath'ring round the oo WTS’ 


X 4 The 
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The Greeks opprefs'd, their utmoft Force unites 
Prepar’d to labour in th’ unequal Fight; 

The War begins, mix'd Shouts and Groans arife; _ 
Tumultuous Clamour mounts, and thickens in the 
Fierce Ajax firft th’ advancing Hoft invades, ~ 
And fends the brave Epicles.to the Shades, 
Sarpedon’s Friends Acrofs the Warrior’s Way, 


aia 


Rent from the Walls, a Rocky Fragment lay ; 

In modern Ages not the ftrongeft Swain | 

Cou’d heave th’ unwieldy Burthen from the Plain: 

He poiz’d, and fwung it round; then toft on high, 

It flew with Force, and labour'd up the Sky; 

Full on the Lycian’s Helmet thundring down, 

The pondrous Ruin cruth’d his batter’d Crown, 

As skilful Divers from fome Airy Steep 

Headlong defcend, and fhoot into the Deep, 

So falls Epicles ; then in Groans expires, ; -_ 

es | (retires, 
And musm'ring from the Corps th’ unwilling Soul 


While 


[Skies, 


| 
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While to the Ramparts daring G/aucus drew, 
From Teucer’s. Hand a winged Arrow flew, 
The bearded Shaft the deftin’d Paffage found, 
And on his naked Arm inflits a Wound. 
The Chief who fear'd fome Foe’s infulting Boaft 
Might ftop the Progrefs of his warlike Hoft, 
Conceal’d the Wound, and leaping from his Height, 
Retir’d reluctant from th? unfinth’d Fight. 
Divine Sarpedon with Regret beheld 
Difabl'd Glaxcus flowly quit the Field. 
His beating Breaft with gen’rous Ardour glows, 
He fprings ta Fight, and flies upon the Foes. 
Alcmaon firft was doom’d his Force to feel, 
Deep in his Breaft he plung'd the pointed Steel, 
Then from the yawning Wound with Fury tore 
The Spear, purfu'd by gufhing Streams of Gore ; 
Down finks the Warrior, with a thundring Sound, 
His Brazen Armour rings againft the Ground. 

Swift 
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Swift to. the Battlement the Victor flies, . 
Tugs with. full Foece, and ev'ry Nerve apphes 3° °°: ° 
It fhakes ; the pondrous Stones disjoynted yield 5 * 
The rowling Ruins fmoak along the Field. 

A mighty Breach appears, ‘the Walls ly¢ bare, 
And like a Deluge ruthes.in the War. | | 
At once bold Teucer draws the-twanging'Bow, 
And Ajax fends his Jav’lin at the Foes. 

Fix’d in his Belt the feather’'d Weapon ftood, 7 
And thro’ his Buckler drove the tremblin g Woods. ; 
But Jove was prefent in the dire Debate, . : 
To thield his Off-{pring, and avert his Fate. 
The Prince gave back; not meditating Flight, | . 
But urging Vengeance and feverer Fight; 

Then rais'd with Hope, and fir'd with Glory'sCharms,__ 


His fainting Squadrons to new Fury warms. 
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where, ye Lyctens, is the Strength you boaft, 
on former Fame, .and ancient Virtue loft> 
The Breach lyes open, but your Chief in vain 
Attempts alone the guarded Pafs to gain: 
Unite, and foon that Hoftile Fleet thall fall, 
The Force of pow’rful Union conquers All. 


This juft Rebuke inflam’d the Lycian Crew, 
They join, they thicken, and th’ Affault renew ; 
Unmov'd, th’ embody’d Greeks their Fury dare, 
And fix’d fupport the Weight of all the War : 


Nor cou’d the Grecks repell the Lycian Pow’rs, 


Nor the bold Lysians force the Grecian .Tow’ts. 
As on the Confines of adjoyning ialags - te 
Two ftubborn Swains with Blows difpute their 
They tugg, they {weat; butneither gain, nor yield, 


One Foot, one Inch, of the contended Field: 


Thus 
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Thus obftinate to Death, they fight, they falls 
Nor thefe can keep, nor thofe can win the Wall: 
Their Manly Breafts are pterc’d with many a Wound, 
Loud Strokes are heard, and ratling Arms refound, 
The copious Slaughter covers all the Shore, | 

And the high Ramparts drop with Human Gore. 


Aswhen two Scales are charg’d with doubtful Loads, 
From fide to fide the trembling Balance nods, 
Till poiz'd aleft, the refting Beam fufpends 
Each equal Weight, nor this, nor that defcends. 
SO Conqueft loth for either to declare, © 
Levels her Wings, and hov’ring hangs in Air. 
"Till Heéfer came, to whofe Superior Might 
Jove ow'd the Glory of the deftin’d Fight. 
| Fierce as a Whirlwind, up the Walls he fies, 
And fires his Hoft with loud repeated Cries: _ 


Advance 


| 
| 
| 
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Advance ye Trojans, lend your valiant Hands, 
Hafte to the F leet, and tofs the blazing Brands! 
They hear, they run, and gath’ring at his Call, 
Rafe fcaling Engines, and afcend the Wall: 
Around the Works a Wood of glitt’ring Spears 
Shoots up, and Ail the rifing Hoft appears. 

A pondrous Stone bold Heéfer heav'd to throw, 
Pointed above, and rough and grofs below: : 
Not two {trong Men th’ enormous Weight cou'd raife, 
Such Men as live in thefe degen'rate Days. 
Yet this, as eafie as a Swain wou’d bear 
‘The fnowy Fleece ; he toft, and thook in Air: 
For. Fove upheld, and lighten’d of its Load 
Th’ unwieldy Rock, the Labour of a God. 
Thus arm’d, before the folded Gates he came. 
Of maffy Subftance and ftupendous Frame, 
With Iron Bars and brazen Hinges ftrong, 
On lofty Beams of folid Timber hung. 
| | Then 
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Then thundring thro’ the Planks, with forcefulSways 

Drives the fharp Rock; the folid Beams give way, 

The Folds are fhatter’d, from the crackling Door 

‘Leap the refounding Bars, the flying Hinges roar. 

Now rufhing in the furious Chief appears, 

Gloomy as Night, and fhakes two fhining Spears; 

A dreadful Gleam from his bright Armour came, 

And from his Eye-balls flafh’d the. living Flame : 

He moves a God, refiftlefs in his Courfe, 

And feems a Match for more than Mortal Force. 

7 Then pouring after, thro’ the gaping Space 

A Tide of Trojans flows, and fills the Place ; 

The Greeks behold, they tremble, ‘and they fly, . 

The Shore is heap'd with Death, and Tumult rends 
the Sky. | 


Connection 
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‘Conneétion of the foregoing with 
the following Part. 


| The Wall being forc’d by Hetor, an obftinate Battel 

was fought before the Ships, one of which was 

fet on frre by the Trojans. Patroclus thereupon 

obtaining of Achilles to lead out the Myrmidons 

| to the Affiftance of the Greeks, made a great 

Slaughter of the Enemy, "till he was oppos'd by 

Sarpedon. The Combate betwixt thefe Two, and 

the Death of the latter, with the Grief of Jupi- 

ter for his Son, are defcrib'd in-the enfuing Tran- 
flation, from the Sixteenth Book of the lliads. 


Ww 


With this Reproach his flymg Hoft he warms, 


 Pbeheld 
HEN now the Chief his valiant Friends 


Grov'ling in Duftjand gafpingon the Field, 


Oh Stain to Honour ! oh Difgrace of Arms! 
Forfake, inglorious, the contended Plain 
This Hand unaided fhall the War fuftain: 
The Task be mine the Hero’s Strength to try, fy. 
Who mows whole Troops, and makes whole Armics 
He 


| 
| 
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He faid, and leap'd froni off his lofty Cars 
Patroclus lights, and flernly waits the War. 
As when two Vultuts on the Mountain’s Height _ 
| | Stoop with their founding Pintons tothe Fight ; 
They cuff, they tear, they taife a {creaming Cry ; 
~The Defart echoes, and the Rocks reply : 
. The Warriors thus oppos'd in Arms engage; 
" With equal Valour, and with equal Rage. 


| Foveview'd the Combate, whofe Event forefeens 
He thus befpoke his Sifter and his Queen. | 

‘The Hour draws on ; the Deftinies ordain, 

My God-like Son fhall prefs the Phrygian Plain : 

Already on the Verge of Death he ftands, | 

His Life is ow’d to fierce ‘Patroclas’ Hands, 

_ What Paffions in a Patent’s Breaft debate! 

Say, fhall I {natch him from Impending Fate ; 
And 


| 
| 
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And fend him fafe to Ly¢ia, diftant far 
From all the Dangers and the Toils of War s 
Or to his Doom my braveft Off-{pring yield, 
And fatten, with Celeftial Blood, the Field 


Then thus the Goddefs with the radiant Eyes : 
What Words are thefes O Sov’reign of the Skies? 
Short js the Date prefcrib'd te Mortal Man; 

Shall Four, for one, extend the narrow Spats ¢ 


_Whofe Bounds were fix'd before his Rage began? 
“How many Song of Gods, foredoom'd to Death, 
“Before proud [don mutt refign their Breath | 


Were thine exempt, Debate wou’d rife above, 
And murm’ring Pow’rs condemn their partial Fove. 
Give the bold Chief a glorious Fate in Fights 
And when th’ afcending Soul bas wing'd her Flight, 
Let Sleep and Death coavey, by thy Command, 
The bseathlefs Body to bis Native Land. 

| SF Ais 
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His Friends and People; to his future Praife, 

A Marble Tomb and Pyramid thall raife, - 

And latting Honours to his Athes gives _ 

His Fame (’ tis all the Dead-can have). fhall live.’ 


She faid ; the Cloud-Compeller overcome, 
Affents to Fate, and ratifies the Doom. es : 

| Then;touch’ d withGrief the weeping Hea ns diftill’ d 

| A Show’r of Blood o’er all the fatal Field. . 

“The God, his Eyes averting from the Plain, : 

Laments his Son, predeftin’d to be flain, ¥. 

Far from the Lycian Shores,hishappy Native Reign: 


Now met in Arms the Combatants appear, 
Each heav'd the Shield, and pois’d'the lifted Spear’: 
; From ftrong Patroclus’ Hand the Jav'lin fled, * 
And pafe'd the Groin of valiant Thrafymed, | 
"The Nerves unbrat‘d no snore his: Bulk faftainy’ ¢ 
He falls, and fallings bites the bloody Plain. 
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- Two founding Darts the Lycsan Leader threw, ° 
| The firft aloof with erring Fury few - 
| The next more fatal piert’d Achilles’ Steed, 
The gen'rous Pedafus, of Theban Breed ; 
Fix’d in the Shouldet’s Joint, he teel’d around ; 
Rowl’d in the bloody Duft, and paw’d the Fe 
- His fudden Fall the entangled Harnefs broke; 
Each Axle groan’d;'the bounding Chariot fhook 
When bold Automedon, to diferigdge 
The ftarting Courfers, and reftrain their Rage, 
Divides the Traces with his Sword, and freed 
| Th’ incumber'’d Chariot from the dying Steed z 
The reft move on, obedient to the Rein 3 
| ‘The Cat rowls flowly o'er the dufty Plain: — 


| The towring Cliiefs to fiercer Fight advances. 


And firft Serpedon toft his weighty Lance, 


: a Yo. Which 


| 
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‘Which o’er the Warrior's Shoulder took its Courfe, 
And fpent, in empty Air, its dying Force. 


Aim’d at his Breaft, it pierc’d the mortal Part 

‘Where the ftrong Fibres bind the folid Heart. 

Then as the ftately Pine, or Poplar tail, 

Hewn fot the Matt of fone great Admiral, 
Nods, groans, and reels, ‘till with a crackling Sound 
It finks, and fpreads its Honours on the Ground 5 | 
Thus fell the Kings and laid on Earth Supine, 
Before his Chariot ftretch'd his Form divine: _ 
He pratp'd the Duft, diftain’d with Itreaming Gore,. - 
And, palein Death, lay groaning on the Shore. - 
So lyes a Bull beneath the Lion's Paws, : 
While the grim Savage grinds with foamy Jaws 

“The trembling Limbs, and fucks the fmoking Biood 5 


' Deep Groans and heliow Roars rebeltow thro’ the 
- [ Wood. 


Not fo Patroclus never-erring Dart 5 é | 


| 
Then | 
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Then to the Leader of the Lycian Band, 
The dying Chief addrefe'd his laft Command. 
Glaucus, be bold, Thy Task be firft to dare 
The glorious Dangers of deftruftive War, 
To lead my Troops, to combate at their Head, 


Incite the Living, and fupply the Dead. 

Tell ‘em, I charg'd them with my lateft Breath, 
Not unreveng'd to bear Jarpedou’s Death, 
What Grief, what Shame mult G/aucas undergo, 
If thefe {pail’d Arms adorn a Grecian Foe ? 
Then a¢aFriend, aad as a Warrior, fight, 
Defend my Corps, and conquer in my Right 


That taught by great Examples, All may try 

| Like thee to vanquith, er like me to die. 

| He. ceas'd; the Fates fappreft his Jab’ring Breath, 
And his Eyes darken’d with the Shadesof Death : 

| Thr infulting Vidor with Difdain beftrode 

i The proftrate Prince, and on his Befom trod 5 


, 


| 
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Then drew the Weapon from his panting Heart, ’ 


The reeking Fibres clinging to the Dart; 
From the wide Wound guth’d out a Stream of Blood, 
And the Soul iffu’d in the Purple Flood. 


Then thus to Phebus, in the Realms above, ~ 
Spoke from his Throne the Cloud-compelling Fove : 
Defcend my Phebus, onthe PhrygianPlain,. 
And from the Fight convey Sarpedon flains 
Then bathe his Body in the cryftal Flood, 

With Duft difhonour’d, and deform’d with Blood ; 
O’er all his Limbs Ambrofal Odours fhed, 

And with Celeftial Robes adorn the mighty Dead. 
Thofe Honours paid, his facred Corps bequeath 
To the foft Arms of filent Sleep and Death ; | 
They to his Friends the mournful Charge fhall bears. : 
His Friends a Tomb and Pyramid fhall rear; 

- ‘Thefe unvailing Rites he may receive, 

‘Thefe, after Death, are All a God can give ! | 


’ 
eS Bs 
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Apollo bows, and from Mount Ida's Height 
Swift to the Ficld precipitates his F ‘light 5 


Thence, ron she War, the Breil Hero bores - 


Veil'd in a Cloud, : to filyer Simois Shore: 

There bath’d his honourable Wounds, and dreft — 
His Manly Members in th’ Immortal Veit, 

And with Perfumes of {weet Ambrofial Dews, 


Reftores hisFrefhnefs, and his Form renews. 


Of matchlefs Swiftnefs, but of filent Pace, 
Receiy'd Sarpedon, at the God’s Command; 
And in aMoment reach’d the Lycian Land ;- 
The Corps amidift his weeping Friends they laid, 
Where endlefs Honours wait the Sacred Shade. 


9% 


az 


Then Sleep and Death, twoT wins of winged Race, 


¥4 TO 


[ 
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To the LADY 
LOVISA LENOS: 


With OV ID's Bristirs. 


UN moving Lines thefe few Epiftles teil 
I What Fateatrends the Nymph that likestoa well; 
‘How faintly the fuccefsful Lovers burt, 
And their neglected Chatms how Ladies mourn, 
The Fair you'll fd, when foft Intreaties fail, 
Affert their uncontefted Right, and Rail, 
Too foon they iiten, and refent too late, 
Ys fure they Love, when eer they ftrive to Hate, 
Their Sex or proudly Shuns, or poorly Cravess 
| Commencing Tyrants, and concluding Slaves. 


In 


| MISCRLLANT POEMS. 335 


In diff’ ring Breafts what diff ‘ring Paffions glow ! 
Ours kindle quick, but Yours extinguith flow. 
The Fire we boaft, with Force uncertain burns, 
And breaks but out, as Appetite returns : 

But Yours, like Incenfey mounts by foft degrees, 


And in a fragrant Flame confumes to pleafe. 


Your Sex, in all that can engage, Excel ; 
And Ours in Patience, and perfuading well. 


You have your Pride, and we our Perjuries. 
Tao’ forin'd to nik ‘ei yet too oft you Fall 
By giving Nothing, or by granting All. 


But, Madam, tone vill Your unprattis’d Years | 
Smile at the Tale of Lovers Hopes, and Fears. 


Tho’ Infant Graces footh Your gentle Hours, 
Flow’rs; 


| Impartial Nature equally decrees; 
: More foft than Sighs , more {weet than breathing 
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Let rafh Admirers your keen Light’ning fear; 
"Tis Bright at diftance, but deftroys if:nedr.. ~ ..; 


The Time e’er long, if Verfe prefage, willcome, . 
Your Charms fhall open in full Bradenal Bloom. 
All Eyes fhall gaze, all Hearts thall Homage vows 
And not a Lover languifh but for’ You. 

TheMufe fhall ftring her Lyre,withGarlands crown’d, 
And each bright Nymph fhall ficken at the Sound, 


So when Asrora firft falutes the Sight; 
Pleas’d we behold the tender Dawn of Lights 
But when with riper Red fhe warms the Skies, | 
In circling Throngs the wing’d Mufictans rife; ¢ 
And the gay Groves rejoyce in Symphonies. 
Each pearly Flow’r with painted Beauty fhines 5 © 


we. 


And ev'ry Star its fading Fire refigns. 
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Yo a Perfon who was Defigning to 
retire into a or 


Written by the E. of M—. now D. of B—. 


Of Blind Devotion, and of Kind Defire ! 
Lovewould fhineout, were not your Zeal fo bright, 
Whofe glaring Flames o’ercome his gentler Light. 
Lefs feems that Faith which Mountains can remove, 
Than this, which Triumphs over Youth and Love. 


But Heav'n our Paffions fees with Pity ftill, 
And they who Love well, can do nothing ill. 
Or does the dread of Worldly Ils divide 
Our Loves? Alas, there is no Ill befide : 


Ww" Heartsbut yours, could hold this double 
| 
| 
| 
be 
_ 
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So with a Fright fome are depriv’d of Breath, 
And poorly dye, only for fear of Death. 
While to us nothing but our felves is Dear, 


Who e'er fhall frown, yet what have weto fear ? 


ate, 
Fame, Wealth, and Powers thofe high-priz’d Gifts of 


The low Concerns of a lefs happy State; 

Are beneath ours; and Fortune’s felf may take 
Her aim at us, yet no Impreffion make : 

We can lye fafe, lock’d in each others Arms, 
And neither ask her Help, nor fear her Harms; 


But reft contented, like the Bleft above, 


Aind flight thofe Storms that underneath us move. 


Yet this, all this you are refolv'd to quit, 
I fee my Ruin, and I muft fubmit ; 
But think, O think, before you prove unkind, 
How fad a Wretch you leave forlorn behind. 


IIl+ 


- 
: 
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Ill-natur’d Envy, when provok'd by Fear, 
Revenge for Wrongs too burdenfome to bear, 
Nay; Zeal it felf, from whence all Mifchiefs fpring, 


Has never done fo barbarous a Thing. 


Juft fuch a difinal Fate is faid to vex” 
Armida once, tho’ of the fairer Sex; 
Rinaldo the had charm’d with fo much Art, 
Hers was his Power, hisPerfon, and his Heart; 
Honour’s high Thoughts nomore hisMind could move; 
She footh'd his Rage, and turn’d itall to Loves 
When ftraight a Guft of fierce Devotion blows, 
And in a moment all her Joys o’erthrows,; 
The poor Armida tears her Golden Hairy 
Matchlefs ‘till now, for Love, or for Defpair. 
Who is not mov’d while the fad Nymph complains? 
Yet you perform what Zz/o only feigns : 
a ) 7 % And, 


3 
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And, after allmy Vows, my Sighs, my Tears, 
With which at length I overcame your Fears, | 
So many Doubts, ‘fo many Dangers paft, | 

- Vifions ef Zeal now vanquifh me at laft: 


So in great Homer’s War, throughout the Field, 
Some Leader ftill made all before him yield; 
But when a God would take the conquer’d fide, - 


» & 


The Weak prevail’d, and the Victorious dy’d.  ”* 


ON THE 
KING of SPAIN. 


p Allas, deftrustive to the Trojan Lire; Divines 
Raz'd their proud Walls, tho’ built by Hands 
But Lové’s bright Goddefs, with propitious Graces | 
Preferv’d-a Heroe;’ and reftor’d'the Race. - 

Thus the fam’d Empire where the Tyber flows ° 
Fell by Eiza; and by 4 NNA tofe. 5 
ie 3 TRUE 
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TRUE 

GREATNESS 
oF quan Conic. eae 


Cte me a Soul fo ereat, fo high, _ | 
Let her Dimenfions ftretch the Sky. : 


That comprehends within a Thought, 
The whole extent ’twixt God and Nought. | 
And from the World’s firft birth and ‘date, . 

| ‘Its Life and Death can calculate : | 

| With all th’ adventures that fhall pafs, 

To evry Atome of the Mafs. 


But let Her be as GOOD as GREAT, 
Her higheft Throne a Mercy-Seat. 


Sof t 
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Soft and diffolving like a Clod, 

Lofing her felf in daing good. _ 

A Cloud that leaves its place init 

Rather than drys and ufelefs mover 

Falls in a fhowre upon the Earth, _ 

And gives ten: thoufand Seeds a birth.” 

Hangs on the Flow’rs, and infant Plants, 
Sucks not their Sweets, but feeds their Wants. - 
So let this mighty Mind diffufe 


All that’s her own to others ufe ; 
And free from private ends, retain 


Nothing of SELF, nota bare’ Name. 


; MISCELLANY POEMS. 333 


/ 


Woman. 


N fruitful Lombardy, of Yore, 

: A beauteous Prince the Scepter bore; 

A Prince, that never fail’d to move 

Each Heart with Envy, ot with Love. 

: As in the Glafs he did one Day 

From Head to Foot himfelf furvey, 

Can any Man alive, faid he, 

| For Shape and Face compare with me! 
Whoe’er fhall fuch a Perfon brings 

Upon the Honour of a King, 

May claim my Favours, and depend 

|" Fll make the charming Gueft my Friend. 


Z A 
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A Roman Knight was ftanding by, 
And made the Monarch this Reply: 
Your Majefty, as I perceive, 

Is nice in Beauty : Give me leave 

To fetch my Brother, and you'll fee 
None, but your felf, has more than he. 
But that may eafily be try’d | 

By what the Ladies Hearts decide. 

If you think fit, he'll gladly fhare 

The Pains you take to pleafe the Fair ; 
And may, while you purfue new Game, 
Solace the poor forfaken Dame. 
Aftolpho an{wer'd thereupon ; 

(For fo they call’d the Royal Don) 
"Your Talk has made me much defire 
To know this Brother; bring the Squire. 
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| 


\ 
t 
\ 
ra 


The Knight to fetch his Brother goes ; 
We Cynthio will his Name fuppofe. 
He in the Country liv’d retir’d, 
Nor envy’d Joys in Courts admir'd; 
Wed to a young and charming Spoufe : 
But, whether blefs’d in wedlock Vows | 
With fuch a Mate, he beft could tell ; 
— His Neighbours liked her paffing well. 


His Brother finds him, lets him know, 
That to the Court he needs muft g0 5 
Where he'd be fure to get a Place, — 
And make his Fortune by his Face. 

But then, alas! the charming Wife, 
Depriv’d of all the Joys of Life, 
Expreft fo movingly her Woe, 


Tt griev'd his very Soul to 203. 


Z 2 ~  Proteffing 
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Protefting againft all Relief; 

She feems to ‘Triumph in her Grief ; 

Puts on her tragic Airs, and tries 

To draw the Tears from Cinthzo’s Eyes. 

And can you leave me then ? faid fhe, 

Has Cynthie fo much Cruelty ? 

Ah! will you to my tender Gare 

The Pageantry of Courts prefer ? 

Can you forget a faithful Wife, 

And Pleafures of a Rural Life: 

‘That calm Repofe and Peace of Mind, 

Which none in Crouds nor Courts can find, _ 
Thefe flow’ry Meads, where purling Streams 
Soften the Soul to pleafing Dreams, - | 
Phefe Woods that fhelter us from leat, 
Where Birds their various Songs repeat; 
The rifing Hills, and winding Vales, 

And Ev’ning’s {weet refrefhing Gales; 

Thofe , 


“ 


( 


| 
| 
| 
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Thofe coy Receffes o’the Grove, 
Thofe Seats of Innocence and Love! 
But oh ! what fhou’d ingage your Stay, 
I fear moft haftens you away ! - 
You fcorn in Solitudes to fhine, 
And flight an-eafie Heart like mine. 
Go, cruel Man! be vain, and thew 
Thofe Charms, which none can boaft but you. 
What Cyzthio offer'd, to abate -: 
Th’ Affliction of his loving Mate, 
Our Story mentions not : We'll fay, 


His Sorrow took his Speech away ; 


A Method that will beft excufe 
The Squire, and difengage my Mufe. | 


) The Wife, when now with broken Heart 


She faw him ready to depart, 


Reminding him of former Bliffes, 


) And ftifling him with Tears and Kifles, 


G3 OA 
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A Bracelet gave him, as a Charm 

To keep his precious Life from Harm. 

Take and wear this, my Dear, faid fhe; 

And when you fee it, think of me. 

An honeft meaning Body might 

Have thought fhe wou'd have dy'd that Night, 


| Well, Cynthio went but on the Road, 
About two Leagues from his Abode, 
The Bracelet came into his Head, 
Which he had left on Spoufe’s Bed, 
As having taken there his Leave. 
This ftrange Neglect he knew wou'd grieve 
Her tender Heart, and gallopt back, 
‘Not knowing what Excufe to make. 
To the dear Bed, in hafte he flies ; 
And on his Wife's chafte Bofome {pies 


’ aa es eee eet, a ele 
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A Lubbard Hind ; and both fo faft — 
Afleep, as if they flept their laft. 

Cynthio, at firft, refolv'd they fhou'd : 

But having paus’d awhile, thought good 

To let the Scurvy Matter reft : 

And in my Judgment that was beft. 

For in thefe nice Affairs, the Wife 

Make ufe of neither Ears nor Eyes. 


Whether ‘twas Wifdom or .Compaffion 


With-held the Husband’s Indignation ; 
Or that the Poet was unwilling 


To fpoil a Merry Tale, with Killing ; 
I11 Woman live ! Poor Cynthio faid, 

Let thy own Confcience thee upbraid : 
Then ftrait took Horfe, and left the Lout 


In his Wife’s Arms, to {nore it out. 


ZA 
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Sill 
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Still as he rode, he bore in Mind 
The Couple which he left behirid ; 
'And fretting, as he fcowr'd along, 
This was the Burthen of his Song : 
Had fome brisk Wit, or powder’d Beau, 
Or Coll’nel lac’d from Top to Toe; 
Or Page been chofen for her ufe, 
She might have pleaded fome Excufe ; 
Bat after Swooning, Sighing, Sobbing, - 
Zoon’s ! to debauch that Booby Robi ! 


Then fpurr'd his Horfe with Indignation, | 


In hopes to leave behind his Paflion. 
Such keen Reflections on his Cafe 

Fad giv’n the Squire a difmal Face. 

_ The Ladies, when they faw him, faid, — 

Lord ! Is the Man alive, ot dead! 


Is 


| 
. 


| 
| 
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Is this the Beautiful Narci/fus, | 
Was fent for in Poft-hafte, to kifs us !. 
Heav’ns ! did you ever fee a Fellow, 
With Sides fo lank, and Face fo yellow ! 
The King was pleas’d, the Knight was blam‘d, 
The Ladies baulk’d, the Squire afham’d. 


Cynthio, tho’ worn to Skin and Bone, 
Was yet a comely Skeleton ; 
And ftill one eafily might trace 
Remains of Beauty in his F ace: ” 
But wanting Life, and Force, to fire 
The Ladies Bofomes with Defire, 


Saunt’ring, one Day, about the Court, 
In places of the leaft Refort, | 
A Door unlock’d he chanc’d to fee,. 
That open‘d to a Gallery ; | 
| | And, 
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And, from a private Clofet there, 
Thefe tender Words did over-hear. 

“My Life, my Love, my only Joy, 

My dear Courtade, my Charming Boy ! 
Mutt I then {till my Vows apply - 

To one, fo Lovely and fo Shy ? 

A Thoufand glitt’ring Beaux wou'd fain 
Do what you may, yet wifh in vain. 
When Floramel the Meflage brought, 
You curft her, call’d her all to naught ; 
And heedlefs of my am’rous Rage, 
Wou'd play at Cribbidge with a Page, 
Rather than eafe the fond Defires 

Of her, that for your Love expires. 


- Cynthio was puzzell’d, and-oné may One 
: Give any one at leaft a Day oe 
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To guefs the Nymph that humbly fu'd, 
And Swain fo ftubborn to be wo’d. 
Now who thou’d this 4donis bey 
But the King’s ugly Dwarf! and fhe, 


In whofe Embraces he was feen, 

The bright Afolphe’s haughty Queen ! 
The crazy Wainfcoat was but flight, 
And at a Chink let in the Lighr ; 
Where Cynthio with Amazement faw 
Thef tender Lovers, thro’ the Flaw. 
Both did on Floramel rely, 

To be fecure of Privacy ; 

But, warm’d by watching at the Door, 


She too, perhaps, had her Amour, 3 


So, mindful of her own. Affair, 
Forgot th’ Importance of her Poft, 
And heedlefly the Key had loft ; 


) 

| Which took up all her Thought and Care; 
| Which | 
’ 


| 
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Which Cynthio kept for future Ufe, 
And pleaded thus his Wife’s Excufe. 


I find that Cupid makes his Joaks— 

Among the better Sort of Folks : 

A Royal Dame for Love may pine, 
And give a Monarch Brows like mine. 
Since fuch a Princefs flights the King, 
For fuch an ugly, little thing, | 
J think my Wife was lefs to blame, 
Who with a Bumpkin quench’d her Flame, 
Thus having fet his Mind at Peace, 

His Griefs abate, his Charms increafe; 
His hollow Cheeks begin to rife, 
‘Frefh Vigour fparkles in his Eyes, 

A fecond Youth renews his Facey 


And blooms again in evry Grace. 


Fhe 
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The Fair with eager Looks purfue | 

The Man; they lately {corn’d to view ; 

Tranfported with his fudden Charms, 


And die to clafp him in their Arms. 


When Cynthio thus had heard and feen 
_ What paft betwixt the Dwarf and Queen, 
He thought he cou'd, on no Pretence, 
Hide the Smock-Treafon from his Prince. 
But that he might the lefs difpleafe, 
Open’d the Matter by degrees ; 


Had always ready fome Quotation, 

To thew, that Heroe’s in all Ages 
Had worn the Matrimonial Badges. 
Dread Sir, faid he, the Proudeft Shees 


And, as it fell in Converfation, 
| Make frequently fuch Slips as thefe ; 
, 


And 
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And many Dames of Regal (Station - 
‘Have condefcended to the Fafhion : 
Men, fam’d for Courage, Wit and Senfe, 
Have againft Horns found no Defence ; 
‘But when they had ‘em, alwa ys bore 
Their Fronts as upright as before. 

The Day, quoth he, U bid adieu 

To my dear Spoufe, to wait on you, — 
I was convine'd by her Mifcarriage, 
That Cuckoldom is link’d to Marriage. 
Then did each Circumftance relate, 
Of his, and of the Monarch’s Fate. 


~The King was fir'd: You feem, {aid he, 
A Man of Senfe’and Probity : 
Yet, tell me where I may behold, 


With my own Eyes, what you have told. 


q- 
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' He did ; and plac’d him, where, unfeen; 
He faw the Dwarf upon the Queen. 


Struck with the Bafenefs of the Crime, 
He ftood aftonifh’d for a time 3 
Then faid, Our Wives, the more’s their Shame, 
Have play’d us but an ugly Game: 
Yet fince we can’t what’s paft unravel, ° 
Dear Cyathio, let us both go Fravel ; 
_ And try what Fortune we fhall find 


To put in Prattice this Defign, 3°) * 
Change you your Name, and I'll change mine. 
Great Equipage would ‘Frouble bring; * '! 
Therefore I’ll quit the State of King, '' °° * 
Lay dull Formality afide,:) i tb 


: Among the reft of Womankind. © 
| And all things equally. divide. 
| 


Bare-foot 
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Bare-foot I tound-the World would roam; 
Quoth Cynthio, rather than go home. 
All that your Majefty requires, — 
Is what my injur'd Heart defires. . 
We'll ramble, ’till we have forgot 
. The dire Effects of Nuptial Knot. © 


t fhall be fo, the King reply'd ; 
But firft, a Table-Book provide, 
_ To take the Names of thofe we find 
_ Phiant to our Defires, and kind. 

It won't be long, I dare ingage, 
‘Before we fill up ev'ry Page 5 
For fhe that proves to Beauty cold, 
Will fall by Flattery, or Gold. 


Both 
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Both thus Equipt their Journey took, 
And bought a Folio Table-Book. 
The many Favours they receiv’d 
Were hard to tell, or be believ'd. 
Each lovely Nymph, when they appears 
Puts on her moft becoming Air, 
And ev'ry ftudy’d Grace difplays, 
Happy if the obtain their Praife, 
But happier fhe, whofe killing Charms 
Attraé the Lover to her Arms. 
Hearts hard as Stone, and cold as Ices 
Grow warm, and foften in a trice : 


Where-e’er they come they meet frefh Preys 


_ And a new Face for ev’ry Day; 


Round all the Country ftrole for Prizes, 
And fail no May-pole, nor Affizes. — 


ha 


lo 
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In ev'ry Town take fpecial Care 
To finith Alderman, and Mayor. 

‘fat the Baths, or at the Wells; 
 Vapours.are curd, and Belly {wells. 
In /o/to-Book the niceft. Dame 
Is proud to Regifter her Name. 
Your Criticks will obje@, that I 
Break thro’ the Rules of Decency ; 
That Dames who keep their Days in State, 
And Wives of City Magiftrate, 
Who know themfelves of high Degree, 
Will not be towz'd Extempore. 
It may be fo; but I want time 
To draw their Courtfhip out in Rhyme : 
And grant, I be a little rude; 
_ My Tale the fooner will conclude. 


When « 
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When our Gallants had ta’en their Swing, 


And quencht their Thirft at ev'ry Springs 
Aftolpho faid, we can fubdue 

What Heart foever we purfue: 

But, if Old Galen’s Rule hold good; 

It is with Love, as ‘tis with Food ; 


-In which, Variety of Meat 


Is apt to make one over--eat. 
We’ll have a fingle Difh in common, 
That is, between us both, one Woman. 
Quoth Cynthz0, what you fay 1s trues . 
The Vicount’s pretty Wife will doe. 
I'm not difpos’d to have a Flame, 
The King reply’d, for fuch a Dame: 
A little Seamftrefs might be found, 
Fair as a Dutchefs, and as Sound. 
To fuch we need no Homage pay ; 
Or at the Park, or at the Play : 

Aa? 
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But without making any Rout, 
To Ogle ’em, or Lead ’em out ; 
We do what we Defire with Eafe, 


And are in no Conftraint to Pleafe. 


Said Cyathio, what if we fhou’d try 
The Daughter of our Landlady > 
‘She's ftill a Maid, I dare uphold, 
In evry Point, tho’ Twelve Year old. 
Your Motion’s good, 4/folpho {aid, 
If I may have the Maidenhead : 
This Privilege, at which I aim, 
Is but a Fancy; let me claim 
. For once, Dear Friend, the Preference ; 


Allow me here to play the Prince; 


In this one fingle Branch Id ftrive Z 


To keep up my Prerogative. 
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Quoth Cynthio, Sir, in fuch a Cafe, 
Pray how can Flefh and Blood give place ? 


‘In all things elfe, I fhall be ftill 


Obedient to your Royal Will ; 

But if you pleafe, we’ll leave this Caufe 
To the Decifion of two Straws. 

Draw Lotts they did, with earneft Care, 
For this imaginary Ware ; 

Which Cynthio claim’d in Point of Law, 
By vertue of the longeft Straw. 


The little Damfel being come 
(No matter why) into the Room, 
The King and Squire the Girl careft, 
Her Beauty prais’d, and Bubbies preft ; 
Then fhew’d a Ring, which fhin’d fo bright, 
That fhe ingag’d to come that Night. 


Aa 3 | : She 
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She did; for when her Mother flept, 
She foftly to their Chamber crept. 

The Lovers in the middle plac'd her, 
And honeftly by Turns Embrac’d her, 
To the contenting of all three; 

But Cynthio was in Extafie, 

~ To think how he had got, with Might, 
Entry and Seifin of his Right. 

I'll Pardon him, for ’tis in vain, 

To have on that point any Pain, 

In which all Girles, with little Trouble, 
_ Can the moft cunning Wenchers bubble; 
As Seneca, that learned Clerk, . 


Doth fomewhere, as I’m told, Remark. 


Thus all went well; becaufe the Maid 
_ The Virgin part exa@ly play’d 5 | 


Tho? 


Ste — | 


» 


AY 
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Tho’ the had that fantaftick Toy 
Beftow’d upon a Prentice Boy. 


Howe’er that merry Night was {pent 


_ Abundantly to her Content; 


So was the next ; and ‘tis averr'd 


She paft as merrily the third. 


The Prentice wonder'd, to behold 
The Damfel grown fo very Cold; 
But was not long upon the Scent, 
Before he {melt how Matters went, 
And did in bitter Terms reprove 
The Girl, for being falfe in Love. 
She whimper’d ; but confefs‘d, at laft, 
The Contraé& fhe had lately paft. 
And to appeafe him, thus the faid 5 
Lf there be Credit in a Maid, 


Aaa Soon 
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Soon as thefe naughty Guefts are gone; 

I'll Lye with you, and you alone, 

A Fig, faid he, for any Gueft 5 

Let me this very Night, you'd beft. 

The Girl reply’d, with weeping Eyes, 
Which way to do’t, can you devife 2 

Thefe Folks, to whom I am ingag’d, 

If I fhou’d fail, wou'd be inrag’d ; 

And keep the Ring, for which, you know, 
What Pains I nightly undergo. — 

Let’s get the Ring, faid he, for you, 

And gratifie my Humour too. 

Do they Sleep found ? Yes, when they Sleep, 
Said fhe ; hut I'm oblig’d to keep _ | 
My Poft between ‘em both, while one 

Lyes ftill, but ‘till his Friend has done, — 
So that I feldom want Imploy. 

At their firft Snoring, faid the Boy, 


Tl 
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I'll vifit you, and ask no more 
Than that you wou’d not fhut the Door, | 
She left it open, and he came 
To the Bed’s Fcet with eager Flame ; 
Then fliding up between the Sheets, 
(Love ever favours thefe Deceits) 
There plac’d himfelf, I know not how; 
But my good Author does avow, 
That tho’ the Lovers did awake, ‘ 
Soon as the Bed began to fhake; 
Yet all the while the Boy was at her, 
They neither of ‘em fmoakt the Matter, 


What has my Comrade eat to Night, 
To fire his Blood and force Delight, 
Affolpho thought; And ftill the Squire 


Lay wondring at the Monarch’s Fire, 


In 
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In the mean while, the Sturdy Boy . 

_ His precious Time did well imploy ; 
And as the Day began to peep, 

The Partners being fafta fleep, - 

The Lad flipt off, and the Joung Maid 


Retir’d, of new Fatigues afraid. 


When the Knights Errant were awake, 
Cynthio the Monarch thus befpake. 
Great Sir ! with glorious Toils oppreft ! 
Compofe your weary Limbs to Reft, 
And after fuch unufual Pains, 
Confult the Welfare of your Reins. 
Odds-fifo, the merry King reply‘d, 
I waited to get up and ride: 
Till, tyr'd with Watching, Sleep o’ercame. 


_ But, had you fooner quencht your Flame, 


I wou'd 


’ . But, after having laught their fil; 
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I wou'd have made a Poft or two; | 
And that’s as much as I cou'd do. 

Quoth Cynthio, there 1s no Difpute 

With Kings, that will be Abfolute : 

But for the future, Pil beware 

How Sov'raigns in my Pleafures fhare. 

The King was piqu’d at this Retort 5 

Some Monarchs wou'd have quarrel’d for’t ; 


But he, good Prince, reply’d, Dear Mate, 


_ Let the Girl judge of the Debate. 


Then, having call’d her up in hafte, 
To tell ‘em how the Matter paft, 
Eager each other to Refute, > 
Both told the Caufe of their Difpute; 
She blufhing, on her Knees did fall, 
Ask’d Pardon, and difcover'd all. 
They wou'd not treat the Daméel ill; 


Gaye 
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Gave her the Ring, and Fifty Crowns, 

To buy new Top-knots, Gloves, and Gowns 3 
With which the Baggage foon was Wed : 
When modeftly, in Bridal Bed, 

She loft, with many an artful Squaw], 

Her Maiden-head for good and all. 


Thus did this Monarch and his Friend 
To their Adventures put an End; | 
Finding themfelves o’ercharg’d with Lawrels, 
Which, tho’ not gain'd in Warlike Quarrels, 
Yet thall Immortalize their Names, 
As long as Cupia’s Altar flames ; 
Lawrels more fair, than thofe attain’d 
By Cities won, or Battels gain‘d ; 
More fair, altho’ they. only coft 
A few feign’d Sighs, or Tears, at mofts 


And 


: A 
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And far from Danger and Alarms, 
Had been acquir’d by dint of Charms. 


Their Table-Book quite full of Names 
Of Beauties, that had quench’d their Flames ; 
Come, faid the Monarch to the Squires 


__ We pretty well have fpent our Fire. 


_ E’en let us to her Homes refort ; 

You to the Country, I to Court. 

Our Wives are loofe about the Watte; 
But others are not overchafte. 

‘Tis in Misfortune fome Relief, 

To have Companions in our Grief 
Then let us both, like Prudent Men, 
Return, and take our Dames again. 
That Love, which Hymen had fubdu’d, 


Perhaps our Abfence has renew’d. 


| And, 
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And, as Affelpho had divin’d, 
Their Wives were tenderly inclin’d. 
After fome Chiding, more for Fatfhions 
_ Our Author fays, than out of Paffion, 
They ftrove loft Pleafures to retrieve, 
As faft as Love wou'd give ’em leave ; 


Not mentioning, as I can find, 


The crooked Dwarf, or Lubbard Hind. 


Then let us not, with fruitlefs Care, 

| Exped Perfection in the Fair 5 

But fince we cannot live without ’em, 
Take ‘em with all their Faults about ‘em ; 
And ftedfaftly this Truth believe, 


That ev'ry Woman comes from Eve. 
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From LUCAN 


Upon Cefar's looking upon the Dead Bodies 
after the Battel of Pharfalia, and not fuf- 
fering them to be Burnt. 


H” Cefar, populos fi nunc non ufferit Ignis, 
| Uret cum Terris, uret cum gurgite Ponti. 
Communis mundo fupereft Rogus, Offibus aftra 
Mifturus. Quocunque Tuam Fortuna vocabit, | 
He quoque eunt Anima; non altius 1bis in auras; 
Non meliore loco Stygia fub notte jacebts. 
Libera fortuna Mors eft : Capit omnia Tellus 
Qua genuit ; Celotegitur Qui non habet urnam. 
Casic. Thus Englifh’d: | 
If now thefe Bodies want their Pile and Urn, . 


'- At laft, with the whole Globe, they’re {ure to burn. 


The World expects one general Fire : and Thou 
Mutt go where thefe poor Souls are wand'ring now. 
Thou'l reach no higher, in th’ Ethereal Plain, 

Nor ’mongft the Shades a better place obtain. 
Death levels all : And He that has not room 

_ ‘Tomakea Grave, Heaven's Vault fhall be his Tomb. 
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Alcimus Avitus’s Defctiption of PARADISE. 


YOn hic alterni fuccedit temporis unquam 
Bruma, nec cftivi redeunt poft frigora Soles, 
Hic Ver affidunm Celi clementia fervat. 
Turbidus Aufter abeft, fempérque [ub aere fudo 
Nubila diffugiunt, jugi ceffura fereno. © 
Nec pofcit Natura loci, quos non habet, eee, 
Sed contenta fuo dotantur germina rore. 
Perpetuo viret onne folum, terreque benignae 
Blanda nitet facies : Stant femper collibus herba, 
Arboribii{que coma, Kc. 
Thus Englifh’d : 


~ No Winter chill’d, nor Summer {corch'd the Air, 


No change of Seafons or excefs was there, 


But,with aconftantSpring, Naturewas frefh and fair. > 


~ Rough Winds or Rains that Region never knew, 
Water’d with Rivers ‘and the morning Dew ; 


The Heav'ns ftill clear, the Fields ftill green and gay, 


~ No Clouds above, nor on the Earth decay 5 
Trees kept their Leaves and Verdure all the Year, 
And Fruits were never out of Seafon there. 


f 
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G AL LU S: 
ELEG IL 


fimula cur ceffas finem properare Senettus. 


M. VE fafter, Life ; thou tirefom Gueftaway, 
. Why in this ruin’d Cottage doft thou ftay 2 
Why am I forc’d to drag the heavy Chain 

Of Life, when nothing but the Dregs remain? 

My feeble Limbs are with the Load opprefs'd, _ 


_ And Death, kind Death alone can give ’em Reft. 


While Youthful Blood the well-fill’d Channels fed, 
And o'er each Part a fprightly Vigour {pread; 
Wholly refign’d to Nature’s boundlefs Sway, 


_ I follow’d ftill where Pleafure led the Way. 


Bb Roving 
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Roving from Thought to Thought,with frefh Delight, 
Love rul’d the Day, andam’rous Dreams the Night. 
With Beauty's various Forms ‘my Breaft was fir'd ; 

The more I tafted, ftill the more defir'd. 

The well-fhap’d flender Nymph did Paffion move, 

By Nature fram’d for active Scenes of Love; 


If Plump, the charm’d me witha comely Face, 
And flefhy Plumpnefs fill’d our foft Embrace; 


_ Majeftick Stature, with a nervous Strength, | 
CA full proportion’d Beauty drawn at Length, ) i 
Struck me with awful Love: Who cou’d withftand | 
The Dart fhot from an Amazonian Hand? 

| 


The dancing Fairy did all Life appear, 
And pleas’d the Lover with her lively Air. 


Sometimes my Mufe fung fair Dorinda’s Praife, 


In Smiles we liften ‘'d to the tuneful Lays; 


Some- 


| 
r' 
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Sometimes, by fprightly Airs to Love betray’d, 
With antick Rounds I warm’d the yielding Maid. 
When brisk Champaign reliev'd the Lover’s Care, 
(Each Goblet facred to the abfent Fair, ) 

‘With double Joy I bore the double Load, ' 
The wanton Goddefs, and the reeling God. 

In Pleafure thus my Youthful Hours were paft, — 
For Love's the greateft Pleafure, and the laft. 
Guarded by inward Heat, my Breaft lay bare 
To Winter Storms, nor felt the Northern Air; 

On Jfs Banks oft have I naked ftood, _ 

_ And boldly plung’d into her chilly Flood. 

Oft thro’ the Woods I chac’d the frighted Prey, 
Nor funk beneath the Labour of ‘the Day; | 
But prefling forward pierc’d the foaming Boar, 
And {mear’d my Jav'lin with his reeking Gore. 


~~ Bb2 ‘Hence- 
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Henceforth farewel the Lover’s foft’ning Joys, 
The warbling Lute, foft Pipe, and mellow Voice. 
Farewel, Tho’ Majick be the Food of Love, -_ 
No tuneful Numbers can my Paflion move. 

The fparkling Juices, tho’ by Beauty ctown’d, 
Are hurtful grown, and muft no more go rourid, ¢ 


Nor artful Meafures beat the burthen’dGround.  ¢ 


/ 


The Savage Game no more Delight can yield, 
Farewel the manly Pleafures of the Field. 


Now by enervate Age I am o’ercome, | 
That univerfal Conqueror, from whom ¢ 


The firft-form’d Matter muft receive its doom. 


With trembling Steps, and foggy Puffs of Breath, : 


My weary Limbs craw] to the Verge of Death; 
The thoughts of Pleafure paft torment my Breaft, 
For ‘tis a difmal Thought to have been Bleft. 
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Oh wretched State! in lingring Pain I lye 
Robb’d of Life’s ufe, yet not allow’d to die. 
Th’ Unhappy with for Death, but with in vain, 
Death flies their Courtfhip with a coy Difdain, 
‘While to the Youthful, and the happy Breaft 
He Is too oft a bold unwelcome Guett. 
Transform’d from what I was, how am I grown 
| A frightful Speétre to my felf unknown ? 
My Face to livid Shades its Air refigns, 
And deep-plough’d Furrows hide the featur’d Lines. 
The Nerves unbrac’d, and flefhy Cloathing gone, 
A fhrivel’d Skin clings to the naked Bone; 
My Eyes, when they beheld the Form (afraid 
To fee the dreadful Change which Age had made) 
Shrunk back into their Sockets with the Fright, 
And with a filmy Veil they fhroud their Sight. 
- Diftilling Rheums, the only liquid Store; 
Mourn their dead Luftre in a fcalding Show’r. 
| Bb 3 Tho’ 
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Tho’ bright the Sun, tho’ all ferene the Sky, : 
O’ercaft they feem, and clouded to my Eye; 

The Day creeps on with fuch a gloomy Light, | 
I {carce perceive when 'tis reliev'd by Night. 

No tuneful Accent forms my feeble Voice, | 
Tis now become a hollow mumbling Noife; | 
The lift'‘ning Ear, on ev’ry Word intent, 

- Catches the Sound, and gueffes what is meant. | 
Sour'd with the thoughts of Pleafure paft, I praife | 
The good old Times, and blame the prefent Days; 
Doating with Age, my ever-babling Tongue | 
Boafts how I liv’d, what Feats I did when Youngs 
Then ftrait forgetting 1t was told before; | 

Again I tell the tedious Story o’er. 


In vain does Age its mighty Wifdom boaft,. 
*Tisa dear Bargain, and not worth the Coft, ¢ 


| 
| 


= 


Purchas'd fo late, e’er long enjoy’d, ‘tis loft. 


--- me OOP 


Oo ance 
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And by Experience this fad Truth I know, 
I {carce remember what I did juft now. 
Tho’ of large Tracts of Land I am poffeft, 
And Bags of Gold lye crowded in the Chef; 
Amidft this heap of Riches I am Poor, 
Since ’tis to me become aufelefs Stores 
Like wretched Zanta/us, within the Flood 
I ftand, but cannot tafte the Golden Food. 
No more erect, no more the Heav’ns | fee, 
That Attribute of Man is loft to me. 
With down-caft Looks I view my place of Birth, 
And bow my bended Trunk to Mother Earth; 
The mould’ring Clay feeks out its firft Abode, 
While a ftiff Plant fupports the tott’ring Load, 
' And with repeated Thumps knocks at the Ground, 
To let the weary Traveller lye down. 
Open thy Bofom, Earth, and, in the Womb 
' Of Nature, let me find a fecond Tomb. 
Bb 4 To 


5 in 
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Tothy cold Breaft my colder Limbs receive, « 
They're now that very Clod thou once didft give. 
Where-e’er I go, when-e’er I walk the Street 
(With Wonder pointed at by all I meet, ) | 
Some pity the Old Man, while others cry, 
There goes the Picture of Mortality. 
So tender.am I grown, I cannot bear 
~The gentle. Dew, or the foft Southern Air; 
Fienceare my Lungs with trickling Rheums oppreft, 
And Pritick Coughs ne'er ceafe to tear my Breatt, 
Of Eafe they rob the Day, the Night of Reft. 
Stretch’d on the Rack, a tortur'd Wretch, I wait 
With Joy, the laft indulgent Blow of Fate. 
Happy the Man, whofe Life, without allay, 
In a{mooth Stream of Pleafure glides away, 
And with his Pleafure ends his lateft Day. | 


~ ‘Mine feems to wait on ev'ry Gafp of Breath, 


Pa IO ee es cnet etme? ~ qggssemnanmmanerana®)” Nei ig cence ee oo a 2 ee — gt ee. — 


"Tis better once to die; Then welcome Death, 
THE 
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THE 


LOVE of GALLUS: 


Tranflated from 


VIRGIL Tenth EcLocur 


By 7 TRAP P. 


O* E Labour, Arethu/a, to the. paft 
One let us add; this Labour is my laft. 


Something in Verfe 1s to my * Gallus due, 


_-. Which ev'n Lycoris may with Pity view. 


. So may ‘ft Thou fafe beneath the Ocean glide, 


How can a Verfe to Gallus be deny’d? g 


Nor Doris mix with Thine her brackith Tide. 


* Gallus was aMan of Quality, anexcellent Poet, and a particular Friend 
of Virgivs. 


Begins 
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Begin; and, while the browzing Cattle rove, 
Let us relate how Gallus pin’d for Love. 
Nor fing we to the Deaf; the Lawns around 


Anfwer our Notes, and Echoe to the Sound. 


What Woods, or Groves,ye Nymphs did you detain, 
When Gallus dy’d with Love's tormenting Pain? 
For neither twas the Hill where Poets dream; 

Nor Pindus’s Top, nor i s Stream. 

F or Him the weeping Laurels droop’d in Tears, 
For Him the Shrubs; and Menalus who rears 
Its Head o’ergrown with Pines; Lyceus mourn’ : 
And its bleak Cliffs his fweet Complaints return’d : 
While ftretch'd beneath a mofly Rock he lay, 
Sleeplefs all Night, and fighing all the Day. 

The Flocks ftand round, and in dumb Pity moans 
Them, Divine Poet, blufh not Thou to own 3. 
The fair Adonis did not feorntokeep , 
Along the River’s Side his grazing Sheep. § To 


| 
| 
| 
| 
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| 
| 
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To comfort Him, and eafe his reftlefs Care, | 
_ The tardy Herdfmen, and the Swains repair; 
Menalcas wet with Winter-Acorns came : | 
- Allask the Caufe of his unhappy Flame. 
Apollo too arriv'd; and why in vain, 
He cry’d, will Gallus hug his fruitlefs Pain> 
Thy lov’d Lycoris, Caufe of all thy Woes, 
Follows another, thro’ rough Camps and Snows. 

: Sylvanus came, with Rural Honours crown’d, 
- With flowry Wreaths, and Lillies nodding round. 
And Pan, th’ Arcadian God, with Berries prefs'd 
And red Vermilion painted, join’d the reft. 
Where will this erid, He faid> what fond Difeafe> 
No Tears can unrelenting Love appeafe; 
Love minds them not : ‘As foon fhall Flocks refufe « 
To feed, or Grafs be fatisfy'd with Dews ; 
As foon {hall Bees with flow’ry Sweets be cloy’d, 
As cruel Love with Weeping be allay’d. 
| | Yet 
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Yet penfives He; Thefe things you fhall relate, 
_ Arcadian Shepherds, if You fing my Fate. 
And in complaining Mufick make your Groves 
And Moutains found with my unhappy Loves, 
Ye only skill’d; my Soul its With will have, 
And {weet fhall be my Slumbers in the Grave. 
Oh! had it been my Fate with you to join 


To tend the F locks, or prune the cluft’ring Vine! 


With Phyllis, or Amyntas | thould {pend 

My Hours; my Lover She, and He my Friend. 
And what's the Fault, tho’ black 4myntas be? 
Violets, and Hyacinths are black as He. 

Both in their way to me Delight would bring, 
Phyllis weave Garlands, and Amyntas fing. 
Behold, my: dear Lycoris, here are Shadesy 


Cool Groves, refrefhing Springs, and flow’ry Meads 5 
Here blefs’d, with Thee, I could for ever ftay, 


And in foft Fondnefs languifh Life away. 


- 
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Now tyrannizing Love to War's Allarms 
Confines me, and the rough Fatigue of Arms. | 
While Thou (but can I yet believe ‘tis fo ? ) 
. Art roving o'er the diftant A/pine Snows 
Ah! cruel! far from Me; or wandring near 
The frozen Rhine : Ah! how I die with fear 
Left the rough Ice upon the frofty Ground Two ied 
Should bruife thy tender Feet, or that foft — 
I’il go; and; to divert my raging Pains, | 
Sing my fweet Numbers in Szcz/ian Strains. 
It is refolv’d; to Wilds I will repair, / | 
To Dens of Beafts, and all thofe Hardthips bear: | 
_ Onev’ry Tree indent her Charming Name 
With Verfe, expreflive of my fatal Flame. 
The tender Bark my Love engrav’d fhall fhow, 
And with th’ increafing Bark my Love thall grow: 
Mean while, among the Nymphs, I’ll ramble o'er 
_ dMaenalian Cliffs, or huit the foaming Boar; 
| | With 
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With Hounds I'll chafe the Beafts, and feek their Spoils, 
And round Parthenian Thickets pitch my Toils, 
In {pight of Froft; now, now, methinks, I go 

O’er Rocks, thro founding Woodsy and see the 
As if thofe Sports my Frenzy could compofes 

Or Love could learn to pity Human Woes. 

And now again the Nymphs no more can cafe « 
My Soul, nor ev’n my Verfe its Pains appeafe; ¢ 
Ye Woods, farewel; your Shades no longer pleafe.. 
No Toils of ours the cruel God can change, 
Whether thro’ parch’d, or frozen Climes we range 5 
Whether of Heber’s Flood on Thracian Coafts 
| We drink, or tread the ftiff Sithonian Frotts 5 

Or feed our Flocks on India’s torrid Sands, 

- When {corching Cancer burns the thirfty Lands: 
Tis ftill the fame ; where-ever we remove, 


Love conquers All, and We muft yield to Love. 


THE 
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THE 


Defcription of the PropiciEs 


Which attended the Death of 


FULIUS CASAR. 


Tranflated into 


Blank Verfe, from the latter End of ce Finf 
Book of VIRGIL’s Georgicks. 


By 7 TRAPP. 


The Poet defcribing the various Signs, by wich the 
Sun foretels all forts of Weather, takes Occafion 
from thence to make the following Digreffion. 


llle etiam extintto miferatus Cefare Romam, &c. 


H: too at Cefar’s Murther, pitying Riss: 
With dufty Scurf obfcur’d his beamy Head, 
And impious Mortals fear’d eternal Night. 

Tho’ at that Time, Earth too, and fpacious Seasy 


And 
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And Dogs obf{cene, and ill-prefaging Birds | 
Gave dire Portents. How oft have We beheld * — 
O'er-boiling «Ztua with Volcanos burft —x 
Thunder, and rage into Cyclopean Fields, 

Ralling vaft Globes of Flames and melted Stones? 
Germany heard Arms clatt’ring in the Sky ; - 
The 4/ps with unexampled Shuddrings quak’d : 
And frequently among the filent Groves 
Voices were heard, and Speétres wondrous pale 
Seen in the Dusk of Ev'ning : Cattle {pokey °' * 
(Horrid totell! }) Earth yawn'd,and Streams ftood ftill 5 
In Temples mourning lv’ry wept, and Brafs' * - 
Sweated: Eridanus, the King of Floods, 

With roaring Inundation o’er the Plains 

Swept Woods away, and Cattle with their F olds. 
Nor did mean while th’ ill-boding Fibres-ceafe 
To menace Fate, nor Blood to rife in Wells, 


Nor Cities loudly to refound with Wolves 
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Howling by Night. Ne’er from unclouded Sky 
Did Lightning with more nimble Flathes glare, 
Nor e’er fo thick did baleful Comets blaze. 

For this, Philipps faw the Roman Troops 

Twice in like Arms engage; and Heav’n thought fit 
That twice « Zmathia, and the f{pacious Fields 

Of Hemus, thould be fruitful with our Blood. 

| Nay, and the Time fhall come, when in thofe Coafts 
The lab'ring Hind, as with the crooked Share 

He turns the Glebe, fhall plough up Piles confum’d. . 
With rugged Ruft, and with the pond'rous Rakes 
Clath againft empty Helmets, and admire 

Big, manly Bones, dig’d from their open’d Graves. 


Ye Tutelary Gods, Thou Romulus, 
And Mother Veffa, who preferv’ft with Care 
Etrurian Tiber, and the Roman Tow'rs; 
. Permit, at leaft, this wond’rous Youth to prop 
Ets. a Ce The 


wa 
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The reeling World; already by our Blood 
Enough We've ru’d the Perjuries of Troy. 

Long fince, O Ce/far, the Celeftial Court 

Has envy'd Us thy Prefence, and repines 

Thou fhouldft on Mortal Triumphs be employ’d, 
Where Right and Wrong are blended; o’er the World 
So many Wars, fuch various Shapes of Vice: 
Tillage has loft its due Regard; the Hinds 
Prefs'd into Soldiers, Fields lye wafte, and wild; 
And crooked Scythes are hammer’d into Swords. 
Euphrates here, there Germany makes War; 
The Neighb’ring Cities break all Leagues, and fly 
To Asis 3 Mars rages impious o’er the World. 
As when the Racers from their Barriers ftart 

Oft whirling round the Goal; the Charioteer 
Holding in vain the Bridles, by the Steeds 

Is drag’d, nor will their Mouths obey the Rein. 
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THE 


s TOR Y 


OF 


PHAETO N 


Tianiated from 


The Conclufion of the Firft, and the Beginning | 
of the Second Book of O VI'D’s Metamorphofes. 


By 7 TRAPP. 


Of Son to Jove, Celeftial Honour wears, | 
And Temples with his Mother jointly fhares. 
Equal to Him in Age and fprightly Fire 
Was Phaeton, He, boafting of his Sire 


* From his being born of 1d, whe was below'd by Jupiter 5 as it is related” 
in the preceding Story. 
Ceo2 |. The 


* * Epaphus th’ illuftrious Title bears | 
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The Sun, to Epaphus refus’d to yield; 

Who mortify’d Him thus, with Fury fill'd: 
With a falfe Father's Name thy Fancy fwells,. 
Fool, to believe all true, thy Mother tells. 


. Confounded, Phaéton bluth’d; nor could engage 


In that Difpute, but Shame fupprefs’d his Rage. 
Strait to his Mother C/ymene he bore 
Th’ opprobrious Words; and faid;To grieve You more, 
I, that fierce Youth, that Spirit full of Flame _ 
-Abafh’d, no Anfwer made: I die with Shame 
That {uch Reproaches, by a Rival mov'd, 
Could once be urg’d, and could not be difprov'd. 
But if indeed you don’t my Blood bely, 
Pteduce.fome Proof of a Defcent fo high, ¢ 
And vindicate my Title to the Sky. : 


“Thus having'faid, about her Neck he flung” ~. 
Hiss twining Arms, and on his Mother hung. 
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Then by his own, and by her Husband’s Head, , 
And by each Sifter’s Hymeneal Bed, 

Conjures her with plain Proof to eafe his Fear, 
And make the Author of his Birth appear. 


Tis doubtful whether C/ymene were mov'd 
More by th’ Intreaty of the Son fhe lov'd, 
_ Or by her Honour’s Stain. She {pread abroad 
Her Hands to Heav’n, and to the blazing God ; 
By thofe bright Beams, fhe cry’d, thy Mother fwears, 
By Him who us, and all Things fees, and hears ; . 
That Phebus whom Thou feeft, who bleffes Earth 
And Heav’n with cheering Influence,gave thee Birth. 
If not, may I his Light forever lofe, : 
And view that God no more, whofe Name I ufe. | 
. Nor is't a tedious Task his Court to find, 
His Morning-Palace to our Coatfts is join’d. 


_— 


Cc 3 If 
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If fo thy Will determine, thither go, | 
And from thy Father’s Mouth thy Father know. 


At this Advice, by his fond Parent giv’n, 
The Youth exults, and thinks of nought but Heav’n. 
Then his own « Zthiopia leaves with hafte; 
And having India’s torrid Confines pafs'd, 
Which juft beneath the burning Axle lay, 
Strait to his Father's Court with Speed purfues his 


The Beginning of the ne Book. 


| — ring on Pillars awful to the Sight " 
Sol's Palace ftood; with golden sig 
_ And flaming Rubies, darting radiant Light, 
The Roof with fineft Iv'ry was o ‘erlaid; 
The Silvei Folding-Doors a Glory round difplay ‘d. 


The 
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The Work its rich Materials did outfhine; 
For there had Mu/ciber, with Art divine, 
Engrav'd the circling Waves, the folid Ball, 
And Heav’n’s wide Arch expanded over All. 
Shrill-founding Triten fwims the winding Seas, 
And Mimick Proteus, wat’ry,Deities; 
c£g@on clafping round unwielding Whales, 
And prefling with his Arms their monftrousScales. _ 
With Doris, and her Nymphs; fome fmoothly glide 
Along the Flood, and fome on Fithes ride: _ | 
Some fit on Rocks, and dry their Sea-greenHair; 
Their Looks not unlike, nor the fame appear, ¢ 


~ But, juft as Sifters fhould, a decent Diff’rence bear. 


The Earth has Men, and Cities, Beafts, and Woods, 
Rivers, and Nymphs, and other Rural Gods. 

High above all Heav’n’s bright Effigie fhines  .. ~ 
And on each Door are fix refulgent Signs. 


Cc4 Here 
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Here Phacton having gain 4 the fteep Afcent, 
Strait to his doubted Father’s Prefence went, - 
And ftood at diftance; for his mortal Sight 
Could bear no nearer that Excefs of Light. 
Attir'd in Purple Phebus on a Throne 
Was feated, which with dazling Emralds fhone, 
Around Him ftood Days, Months, Years, Ages; oo 3 
Gay Spring, all frefh, and crown’d with ies 


Parch’d Summer with her WheatenWreath appear ‘d, 
Autumn with Juice of trodden Grapes befmear’d, $ 


And i T Winter with his hoary Beard. 


There Phebus, with his ali-beholding Eyes, 
His Youthful Offspring in Confufion fpies, . 
Trembling at thofe Celeftial Novelties : | . 

Whenthus; What Bus’nefs hither brings my Sony _ 
My Phaeton, whom | hall ne'er difown? 
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O Thou,whofe Influence cheers the World with Day, 
The Youth reply’d; O Father, if I may 
Guiltlefs of Ufurpation ufe that Name, 
Nor Ciym’ne with a Falfhood hides her Shanes 
Give fure Credentials which my Birth may prove, - 


And from my Mind thefe reftlefs Doubts remove. 


He fpoke; and ftrait the Father from his Head 
‘ Cf read, 
Flung the bright Rays, which ftreaming cae 


Bid him draw near, and thus, Embracing, faid: 


Nor art Thou worthy fure to be deny’d, 
Nor has my Clymene thy Birth bely’d. 
To clear thy Doubts, ask what thy Thoughts fuggeft, 
And no Repulfe fhall baftle thy Requeft: es 
And may that Stygian Lake which Gods revere, 
But never fee, this folemn Promife hear. 


Scarce 
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scarce had He ended, when th’ afpiring Boy 
Demands one Journey on th’ Ethereal Way, — ¢ 


To drive his Father’s Steeds, and guide the Day. 


Thrice fhook his radiant Head, and thus he fpoke. 
*Tis true, my Promife from my Lips 1s flowns 

_ And Thou haft made my heedlefs Words thy own. 
But oh! could I thofe heedlefs Words secant, 
This only I confefs I fhould not grant. 

Ev’n now I may diffuade; in Ruin end eat 
Thefe wild Attempts; Great things thy 1 aoe 
Which this green Age, and childith Strength nt 
Thy State is mortal, Godlike thy Defires _ 
Nay ev'n above the Gods Thou doft afpire. 
For let them ne'er fo daringly confide 


Fain would th’ unwary God his Oath revoke, | 


In their own Might, yet none has Pow’r to ride — 


On my hot Axle, and my Chariot guide. 


° 
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Not He who darts his Lightning from above Foue? 
Can rein thefe Steeds : And what’s more great than 
The firft Afcent with Pain my Horfes climb, 
' So fteep it rifes; next thro’ Heav'’n fublime 
I'm born ; from whence. with Horror pale I grow, 
To fee the diftant Earth and Seas below. 
Prone is the Ev'ning Stage, which gives me Pain _ 
In fwift Defcent, and needs a fteady Rein. 
Ev'n Tethys, who receives mey quakes with Dread, 
Left I fhould headlong plunge into her wavy Bed. 
Befides, this globous and ethereal World, 
With all its Stars, and Spinning Orb, 1s whirl'd: 
I drive adverfe; and urge my full Career, 
In oppofition to the rapid Sphere. 
But couldft thou bear the Force with which it rolls? 
Or fland the {wift Rotation of the Poles? 
Perhaps Thou there conceiv'ft the bleft Abodess 
And rich with Gifts the Temples of the Gods. 


Thro’ 


® in 


$92 theSIXTH PART of — 
Thro’ Snares and Forms of Monfters lies the Way; 
For granting that on neither hand Thou ftray, 

Clofe by the Bull's ftern Horns the Chariot goes, 

Th cEmonian Archer, and the Lion’s Paws, 
And thro’ theCraé’s, and twifted Scorpion’s Claws. 

Nor is't an equal Task for Thee to cool | 
My foaming Steeds, and thofe mad Heats caked 
| Which glow within their Breafts, ‘and from their 


Scarce can my Strength their tofling Heads reftrain, 


When ftruggling, and reluctant to the Rein. | 

But Thou, left I a fatal Prefent give, | | 
My Son, correét thy rafh Demand, and live. 
To prove Thee mine, Thou fain wouldft have appear 
Undoubted Tokens; which I give by Fear, 
Am prov'd thy Father by Paternal Care. | 
Behold my Looks; and could my Thoughts be fen, 


Thou might’tt perceive the Pain that cleaves my Breaft 
Lwithin. 


In 


H 
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In fine, of all that in th’ Ethereal Sky, | 
Or Earth, orSeas (look round) Thou canft efpy, ¢ 
Demand fome Gift, and nothing I'll deny. 
Decline this one; thy longing Fancy raves, 
And not an Honour, but a Curfe it craves. 


Why round my Neck fond Twiningsdoft Thou make > 


| Ive {worn already by the Stygian Lake; 


: Doubt rot; in vain Thou nothing fhalt require, 


- But mix more Prudence with thy next Defire. 


— — 


He ended; but the other ftill retain’d 
His firma Refolves, and ureg’d his firft Demand. 
The Sire then ling’ring with flow Steps proceeds, 
And Him to Vulcan’s Work his Chariot leads. 
Gold was the Axle, and the Beam was Gold; 
“‘TheWheels with filverSpokes,and goldenCircles roll’d. 
Gems fet in Rows adverfe, and fparkling brights | 


Reflected on the God the dazzling Light. 


Which 


—— 
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Which while th’Ambitious Youth with wondringEyes 
Runs O'er, andali the beauteous Work furveyss 

Lo! from the rofie Eaft her purple Doors 

The Morn unfolds, adorn’d with blufhing Flow’rs: 
The leffen’d Stars draw off, and difappear, 
Whofe bright Battalions laftly Lucifer ¢ 
Brings up, and quits his Station in the Rear. | 
When Phebus {aw the Moon's pale Horns withdrawn, 
“And the World round him red’ ning at the Dawn; : 


He bids the nimble Hours his Steeds array 

With Harnefs, ftrait the Goddeffes obey : 

From their high Mangers. with Ambrofia feds 

And breathing Flame, the gen’rous Beafts they lead, 
And fit the rattling Bridles. “Then the Sire, 

To make his Son endure th’ Ethereal Fire, . 

A Sacred Ointment o’er him: {preads with care, 


And with the-radiant Glory crowns his Hair. : 
When | 


} When Sighs repeated from his Breaft had broke, 
 Thofe fad Prefages of ill Luck, He poke. 


pe 
ra 


That all t my Words may not be {pent in vail 
Son {pare the Lath, and manage well the Rein. 
Swift of themfelves they {cour along the Sky, 

And Pain it 1s to check them, as they fly. 

Nor muft Thou ftrait thro’ the five Circles ride, — 
A Path oblique.do’s Heav’n’s Convex divide : 
Which bounded by three. Zones, do’s inits Line 


F rom both the Poles on either hand decline. ii Pe : | 


_ There drives Thou’lt fee the Track the Wheels have 


‘That: Fire may. neither Heay'n nor Earth invade, . 
But both the Heat j in juft proportion prove, . 

Nor fink below the Road, nor foar above. 

For if too high, th’ Ethereal Manfions glow | 
The Earth j 1s turn'd to Athes, if too low; ¢ 
Between th’ Extremes fecureft thalt thou gO. | 
gk : On 
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On the left, keeping ftill the middle Track, 
Avoid the Altar ; on the right, the Sueke. 
The reft I leave to Chance; be She thy Guide, 
And for Thee better than thy felf provide. 
While I am talking, to th’ He/pertan Strand 
The Night’s advanc’d ; I muft no longer ftand : 
The Morn is ris’n, I'm fummon’d to appear; 
Take, take the Bridles; or if prudent Fear 
Has chang'd thy Mind, my Chariot ftill refufe, 


And while Thou'rt yet fecure, my Counfel chufe ; 


While yet Thou doft not-on my Axle fit, 
My proper Province to my felf permit: 
Let-me difpenfe the Day 3 Thou fafely live, 
And view that Light which I alone can give. 


--Forthwith th’ impatient Youth with eager Heat 


3 
t 


rd 


Seizes the Reins, and {prings into A ar or ; 


Then 
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_ Then ftood aloft, with that high Charge o’erjoy’d, 


And to his Sire unwelcome Thanks repaid. 


Meanwhile hot Pyroezs with Eous join’d, 
With CEthon fleet, and Phiegox wild as Wind, ' 
The Sun’s fwift Steeds each others Rage provoke, 
Neighing aloud, and fnorting Fire and Smoke; 
And hafty to perform Fate’s harfh Decree, 
Infultthe Barriers, pawing to get free: _ 
Which, when, not thinking of th’ unhappy Boy’ ~. 
Her Grandfon, Tethys had remov'd away, _ ¢ 
And all the Heav'nly Traé& before “em lay; 
_ Strait, ina moment ftarting, out they fpring | 
Cutting th’ .oppofed Clouds, and bornon Wing ~~ 
Outfly the Eaftern Winds ; fo light a Load 
_ They.could not feel, but mifs'd the poifing God. ” 
_ As Ships, when no‘juft Ballaft is affign’d,- 
Are whiffled thro’ the Sea,and dance before the Wind; 
a | Dd The 
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TheChariot fg jump’d, rocking thyo’ the Air 

On rattling Wheels, and totter’d here and there. 
‘Which when the Steeds perceive, they foon forfake. 
The beaten Road, and wild Excurfions make. 

He's damp’d with Fear, nordo’s he know the Way, 
Nor would the Horfes, if he did, obey.. 

Then firft the Bear grew hot, and wifh’d in vain 
‘To cool her Head in the forbidden Main. 

That Serpent too, plac’d inthe Frozen Zone, _ 
Benumb’d with Cold at firft, and fear’d by none; 
Rous’d by the Heat, unfurls her tardy Spires, (Fires 
Frets with an angry Hifs, and feels th’approaching 
Thou too Bootes, fromthe Sun fo far 

Remote, fle fled’ft nearer to the Polar Star, | ; | 
Tho’ flow, and lagging with thy lazy Car. 


But when th’ wie Youth oo higheft Sky 
Saw Earth, which vaftly diftant downdidlye; — . 
Struck 
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Struck pale with Fear, he fhiver'd at the Sight, 
Half blinded by th’ infufferable Light. 

Too late he wifhes now h’ had ne’er defir'd 
_ His Father's Steeds, nor his high Birth enquir’d: 
Withes his fatal Suit had been deny’d, 
And would be Mortal by the Father’s fide. 
Like fome tofs’d Bark, whofe Pilot in Defpair 
Turning all fruitlefs vain Attempts to Pray’r, ¢ 
Abandons all to th’ Hazards of the Air; 
He’s driven: What fhou'd he do? much Space behind 
He fees, more onward; meafures both in Mind. 
Sometimes, which he muft never reach, the Weft 
He views, fometimes looks back upon the Eaft. — 
Puzzled and loft, He dares not loofe the Rein, 
Tho’ weary, faint, and holding it with Pain, ¢ 
Nor do’s his Horfes Names in Mind retain. 

Then fcatter’d o’er the Sky ftrange Forms —— 
And monttrous Shapes, which chill his Blood oh 

™ Dd2 | There 
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The Scorpion into two bent Arches draws, 


There is a Place, wherein his crooked Paws é 


Claws. 
And ftretches thro’ twe Signs his Tail and winding 


Him-when the Youth faw twifted in a Ring 
Wriggling himfelf, and threatning with his Sting, 
Fork’d horribly, and {weating pois’nous Black ; 
Quite robb’d of Strength, He let the Bridles flack. 
- Soon as the fiery Steeds perceive the Reins 
Lie loofe and ufelefs on their reeking Mains, 
They roam at random, and thro’ Paths untrod 
Without Controul they rambling make a Road 5 
_ Where their impetuous Frolick prompts, they TOVey 
And make Incurfions on the Stars above. | 
Now with refiftlefs Force they bound on high, 
Now thunder down the fteepnefs of the Sky 
Nearer to Earth, Amazement feiz’d the Moon: 


To fee her Brother’s Steeds beneath her own. - 
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The Clouds afcend in Smoke ; high points of Land 
Firft catch the Flame, of all their Juices drain‘d. 
_Scorch’d are the Paftures ; Trees to Afhes turn, — 
And o'er ten thoufand Fields the crackling Harvefts 
_And inthe Duft the Fire whole Kingdoms laid. 
The fame did on vaft Woods and Mountains feize ; 


But Triflesthefe; great Cities were deftroy’d, 


Athos, Cilicitan Tauros, Tmolus blaze ; 


Oete, and Ida, once for Fountains fam’d, 
And Virgin Helicon and Hemus flam’d, ¢ 
Hamus, which yet from Orpheus was not nam‘d. 
_ ¢ Etna, which long had burnt for many an Age, 
"Now roars and thunders with redoubled Rage. 
Parnaffus, Eryx, Othrys, Cynthus glow, | 
Mimas, and Rhodope now free from Snow. 
“Dyudamae, Mic’le, and Cytheron, Seat 


Of Sacred Rites; nor Scythia from the Heat 


Dd 3 - Its 
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Its Cold fecures ; Caucafus glares with Fire, 
Offa, and Pindus, and Olympus higher 


_ Than both, are wrapp'd in Smoke, or blazing thine, 


- And th’airy Alps, and cloudy Appenine. 


Now Phaeton, in the rapid Chariot hurl'd, 
From ev'ry part beholds the flaming ' World; 
Involv'd in Smokey and drag’d He knows not where, 
_ As from a Stove he draws the f{calding Air, ¢ 
Nor longer can the Coals, and Balls of Afhes bear. 
Whether on high he’s hurry’d, or below, | 
He fees not, but perceives his Chariot glow. 
Then firft ‘tis thought the torrid Indians Blood 
Drawn to the Surface of their Bodies {tood ; 
From whence their black Complexion has remain‘d: 
Then Lybia parch’d, and of its Moifture drain’ d, ug 


_ Has, ever fince, its Drought, and fcorching Sa Sands 


The 
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The Nymphs with Hair difhevel’d mourn the lofs 
Of purling Springs, and Fountains ede’d with Mofs. 
Bzotia doubts where Dirce’s Brook fhould ftra ys 
Argos {eeks Amymone flol'n away, | 


Nor Corinth do’s Pirene’s Streams enjoy. 


Securely ; Tanais rolls a {moking Tide; 


Nor in their Channels diftant Rivers glide 


Peneus, Caycus, and Ifmenos’s Bank are dry'd. 
Lycormas, Erymanthus feel the Heat, 
And Xanthas doom’d to burn again by Fate. 
Eurotas, and Meander, He who plays. 
Amidft his Labyrinth and watry Maze; 
Euphrates, who the Walls of Nénus laves, 
And great Qrontes flow with {calding Waves, 
Thermodoon, Ganges, Phajis, Ifer burn, 
Melas's, and Sperchius’s Banks to Afhesturn, 
Alpheus boil’d; Billows of melted Gold 
In the rich Stream of yellow Zagus roll’d, 
Dd4 . Thofe 
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Thofe River-Birds, with whofe delightful Song 
Meonia’s winding Shores fo oft had rung, 

~ No cooling Waters find to quench their Fire, . 

But in Cay/ter’s bubling Tide expire. 

To the World’s End affrighted Nilus flies, 

And hides his Head, which ftill in fecret lies; 
For the fev’n Channels where he drew his Train, 
Sev’n dry and dufty Vallies now remain. 

The fame hard Fate each Zracian River mourns, 

Heber and Strymon thirft with empty Urns. 
Nor are the Rhine, Rhone, Po, or. Tiber freed, 
TZ; sber's to whom — — was decreed. | 


Light 
The Ground all cienes and thro’ the Chin s the 


Strikes i into Hell, and {cares the Shades of N ight. 
Th infernal King was flartled as it thone, 
And; with his Confort; trembled on his Throne, 


The 


fs 
ae 
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The Ocean fhrinks; and what before was Main 
Appears a {pacious Wafte, and fandy Plain. 
Rocks.ftanding high above the fhallow’ Seas, 

The number of the Cyclades increafe. 

The Fifh all dive, and creep into the Mud, 

Nor dare the Dolphins play above the Flood, 

Supine in Death the monftrous Phoce fleep, 

And float upan the Surface of the Deep. 

Nereus and Doris too in reeky Caves 

Contracted lay beneath the boiling Waves. 

Thrice Neptune with ftern Afpect rais’d his Head, 
And thrice fhrunk back into his Oozy Bed. 


But kind, indulgent Earth, whofe fmoking Sides 
The Sea embrac’d, and bounded with its Tides, 
*Midft fuming Rills, and leffen’d Springs that come 
To feck for fhelter in their Mother’s Womb; 


Rears 
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Rears her il-beaging Head;- and from the Blaze 
Endeavours with her Hand to guard her Face, 
Then trembling She the whole Creation fhakes, . 
And finking thus with facred Accent fpeaks. 


If ‘tis Your Will, and I deferve to die, 
Great Jove, why fleeps th’ Artillery of the Sky ? 
Since ‘tis my Fate to perifh by the Fire, 
Let me; Supreme of Gods, by Yours expires | 
If from Your thund’ring Arm the Ruin come, 
Its mighty Authot’s Name will eafe my Doom. | 
‘ Scarce can my Voice exprefs this feeble Pray’r s 


(Heat choak’dher Mouth ) behold my blazing Hair: 


How Clouds of Smoke my watry Eyes annoy, — 
And round my Head the crackling Cynders play, - 
Are thefe the beft Rewards You can confer 

On me, Your. ufeful Slave> who all the Year 


The wounding Strokes of Plow and Spade have born; | 


And with the goring Harrows have been torn? 


[ 
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Who have on Men and Cattle wholfome Fuod, 
And Incenfe on Your facred Shrines beftow'd? 

But srant thefe Judginents jultly licght on me 5 
What has Your Brother done, or what his Sea? 
Why do his Waves decreafe, nor dare to rife, 

But keep that modeft diftance from the Skies ? 

But if nor He, nor 1 Your Favour hare, 

Yet Your own Heav’n will fure command Your Care, 
Pity Your felf; behold the {moking Poles, 


~ How round them both the ruddy Vapour rolls. 


If once they fink, none can Your Courts enfure, 
Nor Fate it felf Your ftarry Thrones fecure. 
See At/as labours with unufual Pain, 


_ And f{carce the glowing Axte can fuftain. 


_- If Sea, if Earth, ahd Heav’n to Ruin burn, 


) 


All huddled into Chaos We return. ie x 
Thou, if Fire’s wafteful Fury ought has fpar’d, 
Yet fave it, and the main Affair ‘regard. _ 


Thug 
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_. Thus She ; for now fhe could no longer bear 
The fultry Smoke, and fuffocating Air ; 

~ Into her felf draws back her fainting Head 

To the dark Caverns bord’ring on the Dead. 


But Jove appeals to all the Pow’rs of Heav'n, 
And ev’n to Him, who had the Chariot giv’n; 
Urging that now, without his Succour, all 
Muft run to Ruin, and to nothing fall. 

Strait on that lofty Eminence He tow’rs, 

From whence Heufually fends down the Show’rs ‘ 
From whenceé his Thunderbolts abroad He pours: 
Thinking the Conflagration to reftrain 

; | With ruthing Tempefts, and defcending Rain. 

But now thofe Magazines were all bereft — | 

Of watry Stores, and only Thunder left. 


That he employs; and launch’d from his right Ear | 


A Bolt he whirls againft the Charioteer : 
: | But 
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With the fame fatal Blow tranfports him hurld 
At once from off the Seat, and from the World; 
And quenches Fire with Fire. With furious Bound 
The Steeds leap diff’rent ways, and flinging round 
From off their tofling Necks the Harnefs break, 

And from their Heads the fhatter'd Bridles fhake. 
Here lies the Beam by thofe impetuous Shocks 
Pluck’d off, and there the Shivers of the Spokes; 
In Parts remote the Reins and Axle lye, 
The broken Chariot fcatter'd o'er the Sky. 

_ But Phaeton with his fing’d and fhining Hair 
Shot like a Meteor gliding thro’ the Air; | ¢ 
Which, if it fell not, feem’d a falling Star. 
Him vaftly diftant from his native Place 
The Po receiv'd, and wath’d his {moking Face. 


TO 
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TO 
APOLLO making LOVE. 


FROM 


Monfieur FoNTENELLE 


By Mr. TICK ELL. 


| I | 
| Am (cry'd Apollo, when Daphne he woo'd, 


And panting for Breath, the coy Virgin purfu’d, 
When his Wifdom, in manner moft ample, expreft 
The long Lift of the Graces his Godfhip poffeft ¢) 


| 1 | 
-T'm the God of {weet Song, and Infpirer of Lays; 


Nor for Lays, nor fweet Song, the fair Fugitive ftays: 
I’m the God of the Harp—ftop my Faireft-—in vain ; 

Northe Harp, nor the Harper,could fetch her again. 
| 2 TIL Ev'ry 
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Il. 
| Ev'ry Plant, ev'ry Flow’r, and their Virtues I knows 
God of Light I'm above, and of Phyfick below ; 
At the dreadful Word Phyfick, the Nymph fled more 
At the fatal Word Phyfick She doubled her Hafte. 
| ; IV. | 
~ Thou fond God of Wifdom, then alter thy Phrafe, 
_ Bidher view thy young Bloom,and thy ravifhing Rays, 
_ Tellherlefsof thyKnowledge,and more of thyCharms, 
And, my Life for’t, the Damfel fhall fly to thy Arms. 


The FATAL CURIOSITY. 
By the fame Hand. 


M.. had I heard of fair Fraacelia’s Name, 
The lavifh Praifes of the Babler, Fame; 
I thought them fuch, and went prepar’d to pry, 


And trace the Charmer, with a Critick’s Eye, 
. | | Refolv’d 
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Refolv’d to find fome Fault, before unfpy’ds 
And difappointed, if but fatisfy’d. 
Love pierc’d the Vaffal Heart, that durft rebel, 
.And where a Judge was meant, a Vidim fell: | 
On thofe dear Eyes, with {weet Perdition gays 
I gaz’d, at once, my Pride and Soul away 5 
All o’er I felt the lufcious Poifon run, 
And, in a Look, the hafty Conqueft won: 


Thus the fond Moth around the Taper plays, 
And fports, and flutters near the treach’rous Blazes 
Ravith’d with Joy he wings his eager Flight, . 
Nor dreams of Ruin, in fo clear a Light; _ - 
He tempts his Fate, and courts a glorious Doom, - 
A bright Deftru@ion, and a thining Tomb. 


i 
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TO THE 


AUTHOR 
ROSAMOND 


AN 


O PER A. 


-__— Ne forte pudori 
Sit Tibi Mufa Lyre —_— & Cantor Apollo. 


rE) 


By Mr. TICKELL. 


HE, Op’re firft Italian Mafters taught, 
T Enrich’d with Songs,but innocent of Saag: 
Britannia’ s learned Theater difdains 
Melodious Trifles, and enervate Strains ; 

And bluthes, on her injur'd Stage to fee 
Nonfenfe well-tun’d, and fweet Stupidity. 


Ee _ 4 No 
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No Charms are wanting to thy artful Song, 
Soft as Corelli, and, as Virgil, ftrong. 
From Words fo {weet new Grace the Notes receive, 
And Mufick borrows Helps, fhe us‘d to give. ; | 
Thy Stilé hath match’d what ancient Romans knews | 
Thy flowing Numbers fat excels the new. 
Their Cadence in fuich eafle Sound convey'd, _ | 
That Height of Thought may feem fuperfluous Aids. 
Yet in fueh Charms the noble Thoughts abound, 
That needlefs feem the Sweets of eafie Sound. 


Landskips how gay the bew’ry Grotto yields, __ 
Which Thought creates, and lavifh Fancy builds} | 
What Art can trace the vifionary Scenes, | | 
The flow’ry Groves, and everlafting Greens, 

The babling Sounds that Mimick Echo plays, : 
The Fairy Shade, and its eternal Maze? 


Nature 
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Nature atd Art in all their Charmis combin’d; — 
And all Ely/inm to one View confin’d! 

No further could Imagination roam, 
Till Vanbrook fram’d, and Marlboro’ rais'd the Dotne. 


Ten thoufand Pangs my anxious Bofom tears 
When drown’d in Teats I fee th’ imploring Fair ; 
When Batds lets foft the moving Words fupply, 
A feeming Juftice dooms the Nymph to die; 

But here fhe begs, nor can the beg in vain, 

(In Dirges thus expiring Swans complain) 
Each Verfe fo {wells expreffive of her Woess 
And ev'ry Teat in Lines fo mournful flows; 
We, fpite of Fame, her Fate revers'd believe; 
O’erlook her Crimes, and think fhe ought to live. 


Let Joy falute fair Rofamonda’s Shade, 
And Wreaths of Myrtle crown the lovely Maid. 
Ke 2 _ While 
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While now perhaps with Dido's Ghoft the roves; — 
. And hears and tells the Story of their Loves, 

Alike they mourny, alike they blefs their Fate, — 

Since Love,which made’em wretched, makes’em greats | 
Nor longer that relentlefs Doom bemoan, | 
Which gain’d a Virge/, andan d———-". © | 


Accept, Great Monarch of the Britifh Lays, 
The Tribute Song an humble Subject pays. 
_ So tries the artlefs Lark her early flight 
And foars, to hail the God of Verfe, and Light. 
Unrival'd as unmatch’d be ftill thy Fame, 
And thy own Laurels thade thy envy’d Name : 
Thy Name, the Boaft of all the tuneful Quire; 
Shall tremble on the Strings of ev'ry Lyre; 


Who reads thy Work thall own the {weet Surprize; 
“And view Thy Rofamond with Henry's Eyes. 


NP, 
4 
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TOA 
L A OD _ Ys: 
WITH THE | : 


Defcription of the PH. ALNIX. 


nel 


- By the Same Hand. 


Avith of Wit, and bold appear the Lines, - 
m—4 Where Claudtan's Genius inthe Phenix fhines; 
A thoufand ways each brillant Point is turn’d, 
And the gay Poem, like its Theme, adorn’d: 
A Tale more ftrange ne‘er grac’d the Poets Arts 
Nor e’er did F idtion play fo wild a Part. 


Each fabled Charm in matchlefs Ce/sa meets, 


The heav'nly Colours, and ambrofial Sweets; 


Ee 3 Her 


418 The SIXTH PART of 
Her Virgin Bofom chafter Fires fupplies, 
_ And Beams more piercing guard her kindred Eyes: 


O’erflowing Wit th’ imagin’d Wonder drew, | 
But fertile Fancy ne'er can reach the True. 


Now buds your Youth, your Cheeks their Bloom 


‘Thr untainted Lilly, and unfolding Rofe; Ldifclofe, | 


Eafe in your Mien, and Sweetnefs in your Face, 


Nor Time fhall urge thefe Beauties to Decay, 
While Virtue gives, what Years fhall {teal away : 
The Fair, whofe Youth can boaft the Worth of Age, 
In Age fhall with the Charms of Youth engage ; 


You {peak a Syren, and You move a Grace; | 


In ev'ry Change ftill lovely, ftill the fame, | 
A fairer Phenix in a purer Flame. 


~ 
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A 


Defcription of the PHA(NIX: 


Tranflated from 


CLAUDIAN. 


hi 


By the fame Hand. 


i utmoft Ocean lies a lovely Ifle, rfmile 

3 

Where Spring {till blooms, and Greens for ever 
Which fees the Sun put on his firft Array, 


: And hears his panting Steeds bring on the Day; 

When, from the Deep, they rufh with rapid Force, 
And whirl aloft, to run their glorious Courfe ; 
Whence firft appear the ruddy Streaks of Light, 


And glimm’ring Beams difpel the parting Night, 


Ee 4 In 
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‘In thefe foft Shades, unpreft by human Feet, 

The happy Phenix keeps his balmy Seat, 

Far from the World disjoin’d; he reigns alone, 

Alike the Empire, and its King unknown. 

A God-like Bird! whofe endlefs Round of Years 

Out-lafts the Stars, and tires the circling Spheres; 

- Not us'd like vulgar Birds to eat his Fill, 

Or drink the Chryftal of the murm’ring Rill ; 

But fed by Wartath from Titen's purer Ray, 


And flak’d by Steams which Eaftern Seas convey 5 


Still he renews his Life in thefe Abodes, 


Contemns the Pow’r of Fate, and mates the Gods. 


His fiery Eyes fhoot forth a glitt’ring Ray, 
And round his Head ten thoufand Glories play; 
~ High on his Creft, a Star celeftial bright | | 
Divides the Darknefs with its piercing Light, 


f 
‘ 
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His Legs are ftain’d with Purple’s lively Dye, 
His azure Wings the fleeting Winds out-fly; 
Soft Plumes of cheerful Blue his Limbs infold, 
Enrich’d with Spangles, and bedropt with Gold. 


Begot by none himfelf, begetting none, 
Sire of himfelf he is, and of himfelf the Son; — 
His Life in fruitful Death renews its Date, 
And kind Deftruction but prolongs his Fate : 


Ev'n in the Grave new Strength his Limbs receive, 


‘And on the Fun’ral Pile begin to live. 


For when a thoufand times the Summer Sun 

Flis bending Race has on the Zodiaque run, 

And when as oft the Vernal Signs have roll'd, 

As oft the Wintry brought the numbing Cold ; 
Then drops the Bird, worn out with aged Cares, 
And bends beneath the mighty Load of Years. 


50 
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So falls the ftately Pine, that proudly grew 
The Shade, and Glory of the Mountain's Brow, 
When pierc’d by Blafts,and fpouting Clouds o’erfpread, 
It, flowly finking, nods its tott’ring Head, 
Part dies by Windg, and part by fickly Rains, 
And wafting Age deftroys the poor Remains. 


Then, as the filver Emprefs of the Night 
O’er-clouded, glimmers in a fainter Light; 
So, froz’n with Age, and fhut from Light’s Supplies, 
In lazy Rounds fcarce roll his feeble Eyes, 
And thofe fleet Wings, for Strength and Speed re- 


{ nawn'd, 
Scarce rear th’ unadtive Lumber from the Ground. 


Myfterious Arts a fecond time create 
The Bird, prophetick of approaching Fate. 
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Pil'd on an Heap Sabean Herbs he lays; 
Parch’d by his Sire the Sun’s intenfeft Rays ; 
The Pile defign’d to form his Fun'ral Scene 
He wraps in Covers of a fragrant Green, 
And bids the fpicy Heap at once become 
A Grave deftru@tive, and a teeming Womb. 


On the rich Bed the dying Wonder lies, 
Imploring Phebus with perfuafive Cries, 
To dart upon him 1n collected Rays; 
And new-create him in a deadly Blaze. 
The God beholds the Suppliant from afar, 
And ftops the Progrefs of his heav’nly Carr. 
¢* O Thou, fays heywhom harmlefs Fires hall burn, 
“* Thy Age the F lame to fecond Youth fhall turn, ¢ 
© An Infant’s Cradle is thy Fun’ral Urn. 


¢6 Thou 
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® Thou, on whom Heav’n has fix’d th’ ambiguous 

*To live by Ruin, and by Death to bloom, [Doon 
_ % Thy Life, thy Strength, thy lovely Form renew 


“ And with frefh Beauties doubly charm the View, 


Thus fpeaking, ’midft the Aromatick Bed 
A golden Beam he toffes from his Head : 
Swift, as Defire, the fhining Ruin flies, | 
And ftrait devours the willing Sacrifice. | 
Who haftes to perifh in the fertile Firen =). 
Sink into Strength, and into Life expire. _ | 
| 
| 


In Flames the circling Odours mount on high, 
Perfume the Air, and glitter in the Sky, 
The Moon and Stars, amaz'd, retard their Flight, 
And Nature ftartles at the doubtful Sight ;. 
- For whilft the pregnant Urn with Fury glows, 
The Goddefs labours with a Mother’s Throes, 
Yet 
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t Yet joys to cherith, in the friendly Flames, » 
"The nobleft Produé of the Skill the claims. 


And grace the Triumph of his Infant Flight ; 


Th’ enliv’hing Duft its Head begins to rear, 
And on the Afhes fprouting Plumes appears, 
In the dead Bird reviving Vigour relgnsy | 
And Life returning revels in his:‘Veins : 

A new born Phenix ftarting from the Flame, 
Obtains at once a Son’s, and Father’s Name; 
And the great Change of double Life difplayss 


In the fhort Moment of one tranfient Blaze. 


On his new Pinions to the Nz he bends, 
And to the Gods his parent Urn commends, 
To Egypt bearing, with Majeftick Pride, 

The balmy Neft, where firft he liv'd, and dy’d. 
Birds of all kinds admire th’ unufual Sight, 


In 


In Crouds unntitnber’d round thieit Chief they fly; 
Opprefs the Airs aad cloud the {pacious Sky 
Nor dares the fierceft of the winged Race 
Obftrué his Journey thro’ th’ ethereal Spaces 
The Hawk and Eagle ufelefs Wars forbear, 
Foregoe their Courages and confent to fear; 

The feather'd Nations humble Homage brings | 
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And blefs the sauay Flight of their Ambrolial King. ; 


Lefsglitt'ring Pomp does ‘Part hia’s Monarch yield 
Commanding Legions to the dufty Field; 
Tho’ fparkling Jewels on his Helm abounds | 
And Reyal Gold his awful Head furround 3 


Tho’ rich Embroid’ry paint his Purple Vet, 
And his Steed bound in coftly Trappings drefts 
Pleas ‘d in the Battel’s dreadful Van to ride; 

In graceful Gratdeuts and Imperial Pride. 


Fam‘d 
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Fam’d for the Worfhip of the Sun, thete ftands 
A facred Fane in Eg7pt’s fruitful am 
Hew’n from the 74¢4a% Mountain's rocky Womb 
An hundred Columns rear the Marble Dome ; 
Hither, ’tis faid, he brings the precious Lead, 
A grateful Off'ring to the Beamy God; 
Upon whofe Altars confecrated Blaze 
The Seeds and Reliques of himfelf he lays, 


_ Whence flaming Incenfe makes the Temple fhine, — 
_ And the glad Altars breath Perfumes divine. 


The wafted Smell to far Pelu/iums flies, 

To chear old Ocean, and enrich the Skies, — 
With Nectar’s Sweets to make. the Nations finile, 
And {cent the fev’n-fold Channels of the Nile. 


Thrice happy Phenix ! Heav’n’s peculiar Care 
Flas made thy felf thy felf’s furviving Heir; 
| | By 


_— 
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By Death thy deathlefs Vigour is fupply’ds 
Which finks to Ruin all the World befides 
Thy Age, not thee, aflifting Phebus burns, 

_ And Vital Flames light up thy Fun’ral Urns; 
Whate'er Events have been thy Eyes furveys 
And thou art fixty while Ages roll away; 
Thou faw’tt when raging Ocean burft his Bed; 


ta 
/ — ~seee ee 
po ee ee eee 


O’er-top’d the Mountains; and the Earth o’er-fpread, 
When the rath Youth inflam’d the high Abodes, 
Scorch’d up the Skies, and {car’d the deathlefs Gods: 
When Nature ceafes, thou fhalt ftill remain; 

Nor fecond Chaos bound thy endlefs Reign ; 

Fate’s Tyrant Laws thy happier Lot fhall brave, 
Baffle Deftruction, and elude the Grave. | | 


ON 


ee —— aaa 
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VERSES 
Sent to the Honourable 
Mrs: MARGARET LOWTHER 
On He MARRIAGE. 
Tranflated from Menage. 


By the = Hand. 


Grov Cp 


Our Shepherds Envy, and our Virgins Love, 
, His charming Nymph, his fofteft Fair obtains; 
The bright Dsane of our fow’ry Plains; 
He, ‘midft the graceful, of faperior Grace, 
And the the lovelieft of the lovetieft Race. 


- T E, gxeateft Swain that — th’ Arcadian 


Thy fruitful Influence, Guardian Juno, thed, 
i And crown the Pleafures of the Genial Bed, | 
Ff Raife 
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Raife thence, their future Joy, a f{miling Heirs — 

Brave ds the Father, as the Mother fair. ‘ 
Well may’ft thou fhow’r thy choiceft Gifts on thofes 
Who boldly rival thy mott hated Foes; . 

The vig’rous Bridegroom with Alcides vies, 

And the fair Bride has as Cytherea’ S Eyes. _ 


| | TO A | 
“Eo--A -D- ao | 
_ With aPRESENT of - a 7 


FLOW E RS: 


By the fame Hand. 
HE fragrant Painting ‘of our flow’ry Fields, 


The choiceft Stores that youthful Summer 
Strephon to fair Elzfa hath convey d, Ue 7 


The feet Garland to the fweetett Maid. 


ae. 
wee, 


Ae 4 ™~ 7 
- ‘s j 
ein oe as 


—_—- 


fee 
<< 


. With richer Odourss and a lovelier Hue. af 
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O cheer the Flow’rs, my Fair, and let. ~~ reft, . 
On the El/y/ium of thy {nowy Breaft, | 
And there regale the Smell, and charm the View, 


* r 


Learn hence (nor fear a Flatt’rer in the Flow r) 
Thy Form divine, and Beauty's matchlefs Pow'r: 
Faint, near thy Cheeks, the bright Carnation glowsy 
And thy ripe Lips out-bluth ‘the op ning Rofe ; : 
The Lilly’s Snow betrays lefs pure a Light, 

Loft in thy Bofom’s more unfullied White ; 
And:Wreaths'of Jeff’mine fhed Perfumes, ‘beneath 
Th’ ambrofial mantis of thy balmy Breath. 


ten thoufand Beauties - the Rival Pair, 
How fair the Chaplet, andthe Nymph how fair! 
But ah! too foon thefe fleeting Charms decays 
The fading Luftr of one ‘halt ning Day; 


a ae Ff2 This 
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This Night thall fee the gaudy Wreath decline, 
The Rofes wither, and the Lillies pme. 


The Garland’s Fate to thine fhall be apply'ds | 
_ And what advane’d thy Form, fhall check thy Pride: 
Be wife, my Fair, the prefent Hour improve, 
Let Joy be new, and now a Wafte of Loves; | 

" Each drooping Bloom fhall plead thy juft Excufe, 
And that which fhow’d thy Beauty, thow i its Ufe. 


ON A | 

‘LADYs PICTURE: | 
TO 

GILFRED LAWSON, Ef; 

By the fume Hed, 7 


'§ Damon Chloe's painted Form furvey d 


He figh’ ds and languith dfor the jilting Shade, 
For | 


/ | 
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1 For Cupid taught the Artift Hand its Graces 
And Venus wanton’d in the mimick Face, _ 


Now he-laments @ Look fo falfely fair, 
" And almoft damns, what yest refembles hers — 


, Now fated, from the lovely Phantome flies, - 

Yet burns to look again, yet looks again, and dies. 
Her Iy’ry Neck hig Lips pyefyipe to kif, _ 

" And his bold Hands the {welling Bofom prefss 
The Swain drinks in deep Draughts of vain DeGze, 

' Melts without Heat, and burns in fancy ‘_ Fige. 


Now he devours it, with his longing Eyes; 


| Strange Pow’r of Paint ! Thon nice Creator Art! 
What Love infpires, may Life it felf impart. 
Struck with like Wounds, of old, Pigaya/ion pray'd, 


_ And hngd to Lif his Artificial Maid ; 
| - | 
‘i. : FF30 Clafp, 
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Clafp, new Pigmalion, clafp the feeming Charms, 
- Perhaps ev’n now th’ enliv’ning Image warms, ‘ 


Deftin'd te crown thy Joys, and revel in thy Arms: 


Thy Arms, which fhall with Fire fo ferce invade, 
That fhe at'once hall’ be, ‘and ceafe to be a Maid. 


‘ oA { 
mo. Ld ef pea ¢ 
ne ts Bre ve ae 


as % : 4 .f . ° . 
ic: eo Aas fe ge as Bak. BW ds Le ; 
* >’ mr : . 
& 2 ‘ ta. "i 
W ritten at. ; 
~ - a: a ey “ . : 
cei ant : a ° £ ‘ . " . : 


pITH wifh’d Succefs thefe min’fal Spring 
(I try’d 
! “Which o'er hot Beds of fmokthg Sulphur 


For Health I came, nor was that Health ya. 7 


| But when ‘unwarn'd; bnd ‘fearlefé of: nr | 
I felt thie ditted Fire of !Ceia’s Eyesy) 2°’ 
All Was tindone again: -Unufual Paing 


Heav’ d at my: Heart, and tingled i im'my Veins, — 


—— 


‘But evn ef w wonid Yous ie! afers ufelefs prove | 


on ee, 
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No Remedy can this Difeafe remove; 


To heath the Fi Ire, the raging Fire of Love. 


_ Were Wiléss, like his Fame, furviving ftill, 
Ev'n Willis would in vain employ his Skill, 
Eur'd of one Sicknefs; by. a worfe I die; .. a 


And meet the, Fate, from -which I ftrove to fly. - 
So the fick, Deer by. ready Inftin& goes: -; 1. . : 
To feek the healing Plant which Natarethews ; 
Crops it fecure, nor other Danger heeds: 
But while. on that reftoring Herb he feeds, 
Shot by a mortal Shaft he yields his Breath, 


Ff,e  LOV 


* And where, he finds his Med’cine, finds his Death, 


E 
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‘LOVE and FOLLY. 


S eaage how ev'’n common Senfe was gone, 

When Love had pufh’d my Reafon from wo 
And how one Error drew another on; EAhEpOs a 
How ev'ry Object in faife Lights was view'd, mee 
And vain Defigns with wrong Addrefg purfu'd ; 
How I expos'd my Weaknefs to be fesn, 
And wanted Wie to deep the Fool within, LZ 
Defpair'd, yet hop'd; {carce knew what’twas fought, 
While Sighs, and Sonnets ferv'd infteadof Thought, 
New Methods found th’ anlucky Fire to murfo) 
And ftill repair'd one Folly by a worfe : 


Amaz’d, enrag’d » I curs‘d my fatal Flame, 


Blufh’dev'n alone, and almoft dy'd with Shame, 
Refolv'd . 
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Refolv'd my natiye Freedom to regain, 
And either break my Heart, or break my Chain. 


When thus his fage Advice Apall/o gave; 
Wouldft thou be free? Submit to be a Slave. 
To flounce, and ftruggle in th’ intangling Snare, 
Hampers the Captive more, and tieshim fatter there : 
And he wha in a Quickfand floundring lies, 
Still deeper finks, the more he ftriyes tp rife 
Nor at thy thoughtlefs Management repinc; 
The Fair have {poil'd far better Senfe than thine. 
Among their Vaflals, patient take thy Place, 
And be an Ideot with a truer Grace. 
But thou would@t needs {ce clearly with no Eyet, 
Be mad with Reafon, and in Folly wile. 
Content thy delf; let this thy Care remove, 
The wifeit of Mankind are Fools in Love.. 


PART. 
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Oe St Law 
. 


~ Part of the | 


Sixth Book of LUCAN. 


Trantlated from the Latin by Mr. ROWE. - 


Ceafar and Pompey being Encamp’d near each other upon the Ri- 
s ver Apfus ix lilyria, the former, .2ho was preft:for 2vant of 
Provifion, laid a Defign of furprifing Dyrrachium, ix order 

to bring the latter toa: Batrel;- but Pompey kaving carly. Né~ 
tice of his Afotion march'd before him, and Encamp'd fo as 

to cover the Town. - Upon this Celar refalv'd to draw-a' Line 
quite round the Enemy's Camp, which he did with wonderful 
Expedition, ; :sAfter the Defcription of thefe- Works, the Poet 
goes on to tell that Pompey being Enclos'd, and his Herfe 

— fuffering for want of Forage, he refelu'd to force his Paffage 
thro’ Celar’s Entrenchments ; upon the, firft Attack Calar’s 
Soldiers gave way; *till Sceéva a-Centurion made:xp io the 
Breach, and by his ingle Valour frop'd Pompey’s wholeArmy. 


(Height, 


LON The Latist Ghiefs prepare for fudden bight, 
The Rival Pair.feem:hither brought by Fates: .. 
As if the Gods,wou'd end tte dire Debate, . - - 


And, here, determine of the Roman State. 


N* ‘near Encamp'd, ‘each‘on.a neighb'ring 
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Czfar, intent upon his hoftile Son, . 
Demands a Conquett here, and Here alone; Z 
Negleés what Laurels Captive Towns might yield, 
And fcorns the Harveft of the Grecian F ield. 
Impatient he provokes the fatal Day, 

Ordain'd to give Rome’s Liberties away, ‘$ 
And Jeave the World the greedy Vidor's Prey. 
Eager that laft, great Chance of War he waits: 
‘Where either’s Fall determines both their Fates. 
Thrice, on the Hills all drawn in dread Array, 
‘Hig threat'ning Eagles wide their Wings difplay ;- 
Thrice, but in vain, his hoftile Arms he thew’d, 
His ready Rage, and thirft of Latian Blood. 
But when he faw how Cautious Pompey’s Care, 
Safe in his Camp; declin‘d the proffer'd War; - -- 
Zt hro’ Woody: Paths he bent his fecret Way, - - 
And meant to make ‘Dyrrachisim's Tow’rs his Prey. 
‘This Pompey faw, and {wiftly thot before, - 
With {peedy, Marches on the Sandy Shore; 
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Till on Taslantian Petra’s Top he {tay'd, 
Shelt’ring the City with his timely Aid, 


Thig Place, nor Walls, nor Trenches deep can boaft, 


The Works of Labour, and expenfive Coft.. 

Vain Prodjgality | and Labour vain! 

Loft is the lavith’'d Wealth, and Joft the fruitlefs Pain! 
What Walls, what Tow’rs {oe’er they rear fublime, 
Mutt yield to Wars, or more deftrudive Time 3 
While Fences like Dyrrachiam'’s Fortrefs made, . 


Where Nature's Hands the fure Foundation laid, ¢ | 


- And with her Strength the naked Town array'd, ¢ 
Shall ftand fecure againtt the Wasrior’s Rage, 
Nor fear the ruinous Decaysof Age, 

Guarded around by fteepy Rocks it lies, 

And all Accefg from Land, but one, denies. 

No vent’roys Vefftl there in Safety rides; 


‘But foaming Surges break, and {welling Tides 


Roll roayingon, and wafh the craggy Sides: 
| a | | «Or 
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Or when contentious Winds more rudely blow; 
Then mounting o’er the topmoft Cliff they flow, ¢ 


_Burftonthe lofty Domes, and dafh the Town below 


Here Ce/far's daring Heart vaft Hopes conceives, 
And high with War's vindictive Pleafures heaves ; 
Much he revolves within his thoughtful Mind, 
How, in this Gamp, the Foe may be confin’d, ¢ 
With ample Lines from Hill to Hill defgn'd: 
Secret and fwift he means the Task to try; 

And runs each Diftance over with his Eye. 
Vaft Heaps of fod and verdant Turff are brought, 
And Stones in deep laborious Quarries wrought 5 
Each Greceas Dwelling round the Work fuppliesy 
And fudden Ramparts from their Ruins rif. 
With wont 'rousStreagth the ftable Mound they rear,» 
Such as th’ impetuous Ram can never fear, ¢ 
Nor hoftile Might e’ertutrnsnor forceful Eng ime tear. 

| Thro’ 
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Thro’. Hills, refiftlefs, Cefer plains his Way, ° «. 


And makes the rough unequal Rocks obey. 
_ Here ‘deep beneath the gaping Trenches lye, 


There Forts advance their airy Turrets high. 


Around vaft Traéts of and the Labours wind, | ° 


4 
. t 
-t 


The vatt Enclofure gives free leave around, : . 


Wide Fields and'Forefts in the Cirele bind, 
And hold as in a Toil the falvage Kind; 
N or ev'n the Foe too ftridly pent remains, 

| At large he forages upon the Plains-3 : 


Oft to Decamp, and fhift the various‘Ground. '... 


Here from far Fountains Streams’ thei Channels. 


{trace, 


And while they wander thro’ the tedious — | 


‘Run many a Mile their long extendéd Race : 


' 
*, 

bo ’ 
: , 

vo 
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While fome, quite worn and weary of'the: cn ah 


Sink, and are loft before they reach the'Sea...:;; . ; 
Ev’n C2 far’s felf when thro’ the Works he goes, . 


"Tires in the midft, and ftops to-take Repofe. :_. 
| ‘Let | 


v 
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Let Fame no more record the Walls of Troy, , 
Which Gods alone cou'd build, - and Gods deftroy 5. 


-Nor let the Parthian wonder, to have feen - 


The Labours of the Babylonian Queen : 

Behold this large, this {pacious T'ra& of Ground, 
Like that, which Tigris or Orontes bound ; 
Behold this Land! which Majefty might bring, 
And form a Kingdom. for an Eaftern King , 
Behold a Latian Chief this Land enclofe, 
Amidft the Tumult of impending Foes, ¢ 
He bad the Walls arife, and as he bad they rofe. 
But ah! vain Pride of Pow’r! Ah! fruitlefs Boaft ! 
Ev'n thefe, thefe mighty Labours all are loft ! 

A Force like this what Barriers cou'd withftand > 
Seas mutt have fled; and yielded to the Land; 

Fhe Lover's Shores united might have ftood, . 
Spight of the Hellefpont’s oppofing Flood , 


i. 


mee 
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While the Egean and Ionian Tide, ; 
Might meeting o’er the vantwuitht Itbmks tide, ¢ 
Arid Argive Realms from Corinth’s Walls divide s « } 
This Pow’r might change unwilling Nature's Face} 
Unifix each Order, atid remove each Place: 
Here; as if clos'd within a Lift; the War 

Does all its Valiant Gombatants prepare 5 

Here ardent glows the Blood, which Fate ordains 
To Dye the Lybian and Emathian Plains; 

Frere the whole Rage of Civil Difcord join’d; 
Siniggles for aca and fcorns to be confin'’d. 


Nor yets while — his firft Labourstry'd, | 
The Warlike Toil by Pompey was defcry'd: | 
Sos in mid Sécély’s delightful Plain, | 
Safe from the horrid Sound; the happy Swaia | ¢ . 
Dreads not loud Scyi/e barking o'et the Main. 
| So 
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So, Northern Britains never hear the Roar 
Of Seas that break on the far Cantian Shore. 
Soon as the rjfing Ramparts hoftile Height, 
And Tow’rs advancing, ftruck his anxjous Sight, 
Sudden from Petra’s fafer Camp he led; 
And wide his Legions on the Hills difpread. 
So Ciefar, forc'd his Numbers to.extend, 
More feebly night each various Strength defend 3 
His Camp far o’er the large Enclofure reach’d, 
Ahd guarded Lines along the Front were {tretch’d; 
. Far as Rome's diftance from Aricia’s Groves, 
(Aricsa which the Chafte Dsana loves ) 
Far as from Rome Old Tyber feeks the Sea; 
Did he not wander in his winding way: 
While yet noSignals for the Fight prepare, 
-Unbidden, fome the Javelin dart from far, ¢ 
And skirmifhing, provoke the ling’ring War. 


G g But 
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_ But deeper Cares the thoughtful Chiefs diftrefs, 

And move, the Soldier’s Ardor to reprefs. 

Pompey, with fecret anxious Thought, beheld 

How trampling Hoofs the rifing Grafs repell'd; 

Watte lye the ruffet Fields, the gen’rous Steed 

Secks on the naked Soil, in vain, to feed: 

Loathing, from Racks of husky Straw he turns, _ 

And pining, for the verdant Pafturés mourns. 

| No more his Limbs their dying Load fuftain, 
Aiming a Stride, he falters in the Strain, ¢ 

And finks a Ruin on the with’ring Phin: 

Dire Maladies upon his Vitals prey, 3 

Diffolve his Frame, and melt the Mats away. 

Thence deadly Plagues invade the lazy Air, 

Reck to the Clouds, and hang malignant there 

From Nefs fuch the Stggan Vapours rife, 

And with Contagion taint the purer Skies; 


Such 
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Such do Typheu’s fteamy Caves convey, 

And breath Blue Poifons on the Golden Day : 
Thence liquid Streams the mingling Plague receives 
And deadly Potions to the Thirfty give : 

To Man the Mifchief {preads, the fell Difeafe 

In fatal Draughts does on his Entrails feize , 

A rugged Scurf; all loathly to be feen, 
Spreads; like 4 Bark; upon his filken Skin ; 
Malignant Flames his {welling Eye-balls dart, 

And feem with Anguifh from their Seats to ftart 5 
Fites o'er his glowing Cheeks and Vifage ftray, 

And mark, in Crimfon Streaks, their burning Way § 
Low droops his Head, declining from its height, 
And nods; and totters with the fatal Weight. 

With winged Hatfte the {wift Deftrudtion flies, 

And fcarce the Soldier fickens e’er he diés : 

Now falling Crowds at once refign their Breath; 
And doubly taint the noxious Air with Death. 

a Gg: Carelefs. 
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Carelefs their putrid Carcafles.are {pread ; 
And on the Earth, their dank unwholfom Bed, ¢ | 
The Living reft in common with the Dead. 
Here none the laft Funereal Rights receive; 
To be caft forth the Camp, ts all their Friends can SIVEs 
At length kind Heav’n their Sorrows bad to ceafey 
And ftaid the peftilential Foes increafes._ 
Frefh Breezes from the Sea begin to rife, : : 
While Boreas thro’ the lazy Vapour flies, sin 
And {weeps, with healthy Wings, the rank polluted ; 
Arriving Veffels now their F reight unload, _ 
And furnith plenteous Harvefts from abroad : 

Now {prightly Strength, now cheerful Health returns, 
And Life’s fair Lamp, rekindled, brightly burns. 


But Cefar, unconfin’d, and camp'd on high, 
F eels not the Mifchiefs of the fluggifh Sky: — 


On 
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On Hills fublime he breaths the Purer Air, 
And drinks nod Damps, ‘nor Pois’nous Vapours there 3 
Yet Hunger keen, an equal Plague is found, 
Famine, and meager Want’ befiege him round : 
The Fields as yet no hopes of Harveft weary 
Nor yellow-Stems difclofe the bearded Ear; 
The {catter’d Vulgar fearch around the Fields, 
And pluck whate’er the doubtful Herbage yeilds 5 
Some ftrip the Trees in ‘ev'ry neighb’ririg Wood, 
And with the Cattle fhare their graffy Food. 
Whate’er the foft’ning Flame can pliant make, 
Whate’er the Teeth or lab’ring Jaws can breaks 
What Flefh, what Roots,what Herbs foe’er they get, 
Tho’ new, and ftrange to Human Tafte as yet; ¢ 
At once the greedy Soldiers feize, and eat. 
What Want, what Pain foe’er they undergo, 
Still they perfift in Armsy. and clofe befer the Foe. 


Gg 3 - At 
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At length, impatient Jonger'to ke held 
Within the Bounds of one appointed Field 
O’er ev'ry Bar which might his Paffage ftay, 
' Pompey refolves to force his warlike Ways 
Wide o'er the World the ranging War to lead, 
And give his loofen’d Legions Room to fpread.. 
Nor takes he mean Advantage from the Night, 
Nor fteals a Paffage, nor declines the Fight ; 
But bravely « dares, difdainful of the Foe, 
Thro’ the proud Tow’rs and Ranmparts Breach t9 504 
Where fhining Spears and crefted Helms are feen, - 
Embatteli'd thick, to guard the Walls within; | 
Where all things Death, where Ruin all afford, 
There Pompey marks a Paflage for his Sword. 
Near to the Camp a woody Thicket lay, 
Clofe was the Shade,rior did the Greenfword wang 
With a Clouds of Dutt, the _ betray. 


Hence, 


) 
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Hence, fudden they appear in dread Array; 
Sudden their wide extended Ranks difplay; 
At once the Foe beholds, with wond’ring Eyes, 
Where on broad Wings Pompezan Eagles ‘ fe f 
At once the Warriors Shouts; and Trumpet-founds 
Scarce was the Sword’s Deftrudion needful here, 
So {wiftly ran before preventing Fear; 
Some fled amaz'd, while vainly valiant fome 
Stood, but to meet in Arms a nobler Doom. 
Where-e’er they ftood, now fcatter'd lye the Slain, 
Scarce yet a few for coming Deaths remain, ¢ 
And Clouds of flying Javelins fall in vain. . 
Here {wift confuming Flames the Victors throw, 
And here the Ram inopetuous aims ¢ Blow, 
Aloft, the nodding Turrets feel the Stroke, 
And the vaft Rampart groans beneath the Shock ; 
And now propitious Fortune feem’d to doom 
Freedom and Peace, to Pompey, and to Rome ; 

Gg4 | Aigh 
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High o'er the vanquifh’d Works his Eagles tow'r, 
And vindicate the World from Cefar's Pow'r. 


But, (what nor-Ce/far; nor his Fortune cou'd ). 
What not ten thoufand warlike Hands withftood, . 
Sceva refifts alone; repels the Force, - : 
And ftops the rapid Vidor in his Courfe. | 
Scava! a Name e’erwhile to Fame unknown, aod 
And firft diftinguifh’d on the Gallick Réones 
There feen in hardy Deeds of Arms to fhine, 

He reach’d the Honours of the * Latian Vine. 


Inur’d to Blood; and adtive to fulfil 3 
The Didtates of a‘lawlefé Tyrant’s Will; _ 
Nor Virtue’s Love, ‘hor’ Reafon’s Laws he knews 


Daring and Bold, and éver prone toll, 


But carelefs of the Righit;for Hire his Sword hedrew. 


ies a ” 
“ wal y = ’ i 2 


© The Badge or Diftiacion of she Roman Centurions. 
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Thus Courage by an impious Caufe is curfts 
And he that is the Braveft, is the Worft. | 
Soon as he faw his Fellows fhun the F ight, 
And feek their Safety in Ignoble Flight, | 
Whence does, he faid, this Cowards Terror grow, 
This Shame, unknown to Cefar's Arms 'till now » 
Can you, ye flavith Herd, thus tamely yeild? 
Thus fly, unwounded, from this bloody Field? 
Behold, where pil'd in flaughter'd Heaps on high, : 
Firm to the laft, your brave Companions lye; _ 
Then blufh to think what wretched Lives you fave, 
From what Renown you fly, from what a glorious 
Tho’ Sacred Fame, tho’ Virtue yield to F “ee 
Let Rage, let Indignation keep you here. 
We! we the weakeft, from the reft are chofe, 
To yield a Paflage to our {cornful Foes! | 
Yet Pompey, yet, thou fhalt be yet withftood, 
And ftain thy Vidtar’s Lawrel deep in Blood. 

| With 


» ‘ 
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- With Pride, ’tis true, with Joy I fhould have dy 4, | 
‘If haply I had fall'n-by Cefar’s Sidey S&S 
But Fortune has the Noble Death deny’d; g 
‘Then Pompey, thou, thou on my Fame fhalt wait, 
Do thou be Witnefs, and applaud my Fate. 
Now puth we on, difdain we now tofeary «say 
A thoufand Wounds let ev’ry Bofom bears _— ks 
2 Till the keenSword be blunt,be broke the pointed 
And fee, the Clouds of dufty Battel rife} ssi] 
Hark how the Shout ryns ratt’ling thro’ the Skies!: 
The diftant Legions catch the Sounds from fax, 
And Ce/far liftens to the thund’ring War. 
He comes, he comes, yet e’er his Soldier dies, 
Like Light’ning fwift the winged Warrior flies: | | 
Hafte then to Death, to Conqueft hafte away, 
Well do we fall, for Cefar wins the Day. : 3 


He {poke,. and ftrait, as at the Trumpet’s Sound, 
Rekindled Warmth in ev'ry Breaft was found ; 


) 
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Recall’d from Flight, the Yquth admiring wait, 
To mark their daring Fellow-Soldiers Fate, 

To fee if haply Virtue might prevail, r Gail 
Agd ev’n, beyond their Hopes, do more than greatly 


High on the tott'ring Wall he rears his Head, 
With flaughter’d Carcaffes around him {pread; 
With nervous Arms uplifting thefe he throws, 
Thefe Rolls pppreflive, on afcending Foes; 

Each where Materials for his Fury lye, 

And all the ready Ruins Arms fupply ; 

Ev n his fierce Self he feems to aim below, 
Headlong to fhopt, and dying dart a Blow., 

Now his tough Staff repels the fiercg Attack, 

And tumbling, drives the bold Affatlants back : 
How Heads, new Hands he lops,; the Carcafs falls, 
While the clinch’d Fingers gripe the topmoft Walls: 


‘Here 
red 
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Here Stones he heaves; the Mafé defcending full, 


Cruthes the Brain, and fhivers the frail Scull. - 
Here burning pitchy Brands he whirls around; .* 
Infix’d, the Flames hifs in the liquid Wound, .. ¢ 
— drench’d in Death, in —— crn 

/ 

And now the fwelling Heaps of teinibiad Foes, 
Sublime and equal to the Fortrefs rofe ; - 
Whence, forward, with a Leap, at once he fprung, ~ 
And fhot himfelf amidft the hoftile Throng. ~~ : 
So daring, fierce with Rage, fo void of F ge : ee 
Bounds forth the {potted Pard, and fcorns the Hun- 
The clofing Ranks the Warrior ftrait enfold, 

And compaft in their Steely Circle hold; 
Undaunted ftill around the Ring he roams, _ - 


Fights here and there, and ev'ry where o’ercomes ; . 


‘Till, clog’d with Blood, his Sword obeys but ill, . 
The Didtates of its vengeful Mafter’s Will. 


Fdgelefs . 
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Edgelefs it falls, and tho’ it pierce no more, 
Still breaks the batter’d Bones, and bruifes fore. 
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Mean time, on him, the crowding War is bent, 
And Darts from ev'ry Hand, to him, are fent ; 

It look’d, as Fortune did in odds delight, 

And had in cruel Sport ordain’d the Fight; 

A wondrous match of War fhe feem’d to make, 
Her Thoufands here, and there her One to ftake; 
As if on knightly Terms in Lifts they ran, 

And Armies were but equal to the Man. 

A thoufand Darts upon his Buckler ring, 

A thoufand Jav'lins round his Temples fing ; 
Hard bearing on his Head with many a Blows 
His fteely Helm is inward taught to bow. 

The miflive Arms, fixt all around, he wears, 

And ev’n his Safety in his Wounds he bears, ¢ 
Fenc’d with a fatal Wood,a deadly Grove of Spears. 


—Ceafe, 
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Ceafe; ceafe, Pompeian Warriors; ceafe thé Strife, 


| Nor vainly, thus attempt; this finglé Life ; 

Your Darts, your idle Jav'lins caft afide, 

And othet Arms for Sceva's Death provide ; 
The forceful Ram’s refiftlefs Horns irepare, | 
With all the pdnd’rouis vaft Machines of War, 
Let dreadful Flames, let maffie Rocks bethrowi, 


With Engines thunder on, and break him down, ¢ 


And win this Ce/far’s Soldier, like aTown. 

At length, his Fate difdaining to delays 

He hurls his Shield’s neglected Aid aways 

Refolves no Part whate’er from Death to hide; 
But ftands unguarded now on ev'ry fide. | | 
Encumbred fore with many 4 painful Wound; 
‘Tardy and {tiff he treads the hoftile Round ; _ 
Gloomy and fierce his Eyes the Crowd f urvey, | 
Mark where to fix and fingle out the Prey: 


Such, 


—— 
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Such, by Getulien Hunters compafs'd in,’ 
The vaft unweildy Elephant is feen: 

All cover’d with a fteely Show’r from far, 
Roufing he fhakes, and fheds the fcatter’d War , 
In vain the diftant Troop the Fight renew, 
And with frefh Rage the flubborn Foe purfue; 
Unconquer’d ftill the mighty Salvage ftands, 
And fcorns the Malice of a thoufand Hands.. 
Not all the Wounds a thoufand Darts can make, 
Tho’ all find Place, a fingle Life can take: 
When lo ! addreft with fome fuccefsful Vow; 


_ AShaft, fure flying from a Cretan Bow, 
Beneath the ‘Warrior's Brow was feen to light, 


And funk, deep piercing the left Orb of Sight : 
But he (fo Rage infpir'd and mad Difdain ) 


_ Remorfetefs, Fell, and fenfelefs of the Pain, 
_ Tore forth the bearded Arrow from the Wound, 


With ftringy Nerves be{mear'd and wrapp'd mat | 
(And ftamp’d the gory Jelly on the Ground. 
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So in Pannonian Woods, the growling Bear 
Transfix'd, grows fiercer for the Hunter's Spears 


Turns on her Wound, runs maddinground with Pain, — 


And catches at the flying Shaft in vain.. 

Down from his eylefs Hollow ran the Blood, .- - 
And hideous o'er his mangled Vifage flow'd 5 — 
~ Deform’d each awful, each feverer Grace, 
"And veil'd the manly Terrors of his Face. 

The Vidtors raife their joyful Voices high, 


And with loud Triumph ftrike the vaulted Sky :. 


Not Ce/ar thus a general Joy had{pread, 
Tho’ Cefar's felf like Sceva thus had bled. 
| Anxious, the wounded Soldier, in his Breaft, 
The rifing Indignation deep repreft,, 
And thus i ia humble vein hishaughty Foes adareft: 
Here let your Rage, ye Romans, ceafe, he faid, 
And lend your Fellow-Citizen your Aid, 
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Wo more your Darts, nor ufelefs Jav’lins try, | 
Thefe which I bear, will Deaths enow fupply, ¢ 
Draw forth your Weapons, and behold I dye : 
Qh rather bear. me hence, and let me meet 
My Doom beneath the mighty Pompey’s Feet. 
"Twere Great, 'twere Brave, to fall.in Arms, tis true; 
But I renounce that glorious Fate for you. 
Fain wou'd I yet prolong this vatal: Breath, 
And-turn from Cefar, fo:I fly from Death. | 


The wretched Aulus liften’d to the Wile, 
Intent-and greedy of the future Spoil ; 
Advancing fondly on, with heedlefs Eafe, 
He thought the Captive and his Arms to feize ; 
When, e’er he was aware, his thund’ring Sword 
Deep in his Throats the ready Sceva gor'd : 
Warm’d with the Slaughter, with frefh Rage he burnss 
And Vigour with the new Succefs returns. 

Hh 
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So may they fall (he faid)) by juft Deceit, 

Such be their Fate, fuch as this Fool has met, ¢ 
Who dare believe that I am Vanquifht yet. 

If you would ftop the Vengeance of my Sword, 
From Czfar’s Mercy be your Peace implor’ - sae 
There let your Leader kneel, and humbly own 
Me! could you meanly dare to fancy, Mew: 7. 
Bafe, like your felves, and fond of Life to.bet: i | 
But know,not all:the Names which grace yourCaufe, | 
Your Reverend Senate, and your boafted Laws:s 
Not Pompey’s. felf, not all for which you-fear, . + 


Were e’er to you, like Death-to Sceve, dear. - °- 


Thus while he fpoke, a rifing Duft :berray’d;: 1 
Cefarean. Legions marching to his Aid. 
Now Pompey’s Troops with Prudence feem to yield, 
And to encreafing Numbers quit the Field; 


Diffembling | 
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Diffembling Shame, they hide their foul Defeat, 
Nor vanquifh'd by a fingle Arm, retreat. 

Then fell the Warrior, for ‘till then he ftood; 
His Manly Mind fupply’d the want of Blood. 

It feem'd as Rage had kindled Life anew, 

‘And Courage to Oppofe, from Oppofition grew. 
But now, when none were left him to repel, 
Fainting for want of Foes, the Victor fell. 

Strait with officious Hafte his Friends draw near, 
And raifing, joy the noble Load to bear : 

To Rev’rence and religious Awe inclin‘d, 
Admiring, they adore his mighty Mind, ¢ 
That God within his mangled Breaft enfhrin‘d. 
The wounding Weapons ftain’d with Sceva’s Blood, 
Like Sacred Reliques to the Gods are vow’d : 

Forth are they drawn from ev’ry Part with Care, 
And kept to drefs the naked God of War. 


Hh 2 Oh! 


464 ‘The SIXTH PART of 
Oh! happy Soldier, had thy Worth been try’d, 
In pious Daring, on thy Country’ § fide! 

Oh! had thy Sword Iberian Battels known, | 
Or Purple with Cantabrian Slaughter grown, 
How had thy. Name i in deathlefs Annals hone! 3 


But now no Roman Pwan fhalt. thou Sing, 


Nor peaceful Triumphs to thy Country bring ; ; 

Nor loudly bleft in Solemn Pomp fhall moves | 
Thro’ crowding Streets to Capitolian Fove, — ¢ 
The Laws Defender, and the Peoples Love: . 
‘Ob haplefs Vidor thou! Oh vainly Brave! 

How hatt thou Fought to make amy felf a Slave! 


PART 
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Part of. the 


CENTO.of AUSONIUS, 


IMITATED 


j 


In EnNGtuisH VERSE. 


Defcriptio egredientis Sponfe. 
) Tandem progreditur Veneris, Xc. 


| T HE Bride at length, the Care of Love, appears 
Mature for Man, and in her blooming Years. 


~~ 


In wanton Folds her modeft Garments flow, 

And Blufhes in her Cheeks, or Withes, glow. 

The Youth, with greedy Eyes, her Charms devour, 
The Lover's Fortune curfe, and coming Hour. 

The Reverend Fathers, and the Matrons ftand, 


In decent Order rank’d on either Hand; 


Hh 3 They 
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They gaze, and ev’ry Glance the darts infpires - 
Forgotten Hopes, and Impotent Defires. a 

In vain, alas, their Youthful Fever burns, 

For oft the With, but ne'er the Joy returns. 

Still on fhe moves, and, as the, paffes by, | 

A Thoufand little Loves around her fly: 

A Thoufand Zephyrs crowd the balmy Air, 

To Curl the Golden Treffes of her Hair: 

And where fhe treads the fpringing Flow’rs appear, 
Forget the Seafon, and begin the Year. | 
Thus Argive Helen look'd, by Cupid led 

In Nuptial Triumph to the Spartan’ $ Bed. 

Thus the {weet Image of approaching Joys, 

Play’d in her Breaft, and fparkled in her Eyes. 
And thus, at fome Celeftial Feaft above, | 
The Goddeffes proceed to vifit Fove ; 

Their Beauties, like fo many Suns; difplay, | 


And make, where-e’er they move, a milky Way. 


The 
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The fame full Luftre in her Looks appears, 
Her Beauties brighten’d by her Hopes and Fears. 
Her Virgin-Hopes produce the blufhing Rofe; 
Her Virgin-Fears, the fpotlefs Lilly thews. 
By Nature Free, by Cuftom only Coy ; 
She will not for her Fears renounce the Joy. 
Willing fhe goes, and ftrives in vain to hide 
The filent Raptures of a wifhing Bride. 


| Defcriptio Egredientis Sponfi. 

Next, from another Quarter, we behold 

A Youth in Tyrian Purple clad, and Gold. 

His Hairs to fhed their Vernal Down begin, 

Nor ever had the Razor touch’d his Chin. 

The Mantle, which his tender Mother wove, 

Hangs loofely on——For all his Care is Love. 

A fhining Garment, for the Day defign’d, - 

And round its Edge the Gold Meanders twin'd ; 
ee | Hh, With 


rk} 
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With various Figures wroughit, and rich ip Art: ° 
He {corns it all——T he Bride has all his Heart: 
His lofty Look, and his Majeftick Mein - 

Are fuch, asin diffembled Gods are feen. 

_ Thus Nervous are his Limbs, his Shoulders fpread,. 
Thus firm his Step, and thus erect his Head. 


_ From Ocean rifes thus, the Morning Star, 


Bright with new Rays, cer Phebus mounts his Carr. 


So fhines the Bridegroom, and with eager Eyes 
Surveys the Scene of Joy, and thither flies ; 

There meets the Bride, and round her flender Wafte 
He folds his manly Arm; and thus embrac’d 4 
They kifs, and have of future Joys a Tafte. 


Obigatia Munerum. 


To thefe the bidden Youth advance by Pairs, 
| And each an Hymeneal Off’ring bears. 


| 


Their — 


| 
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Their Parents fling, view the goodly Train, 
And hope the like for them, nor hope in vain. 
The firft prefents a Robe of Orient Die, 
Where Beafts are feen to walk, and Birds to fly. 
Some Caskets bring,which sdzan Diamonds hold, 
Some polifh’d Ivry, and fome burnifh’d Gold. 
With Falents fome enrich the happy Pair, 
This gives a Goblet, that a gilded Chair. 
The Gifts in order on the Table fet, 
It bends, unable to fuftain the Weight. 
A Chaplet round the Bridegroom’s Temple's bound, 
And the fair Bride is with a Garland crown‘d. 
The Priefts with Myrrh their fragrant Altars load, 
And the fweet Fumes regale the Nuptial God. 
Four Youths their Service to the Bridegroom lend, 
And Four officious Maids the Bride attend ; 
All Shorn alike, and all with Chains of Gold, 
So Cuftom bids, their Necks alike enfold. 


470 The SIXTH. PART of 

A teeming Wife. before the Bride appears, 

And on her Breafts two fucking Babes fhe bears : 
A living Type, to make the Maid reflect . - 

On what fhe's to enjoy, and what expedt. 


Epithalamium Utrique. ; 


The Matrons, i in their turn, with equal Care | 
To clofe and crown the folemn Rites prepare. 
The Lovers, to the Nuptial Bed they bring, . 
And thus the ‘Virgin Quires, their Sponfals i | 


Be bleft, ye happy Pair ! ! be ever bie, 
Of ev ry Joy, of ev'ry With poffeft, | - 7 
Let Venus, and her Son, profutely fpread_ “= 
The. Genial Pleafures on the Bridal Bed. 
“Fair as the Field, fo fruitful be the Soilh 
And anfwer yeatly to the Tiller’s Toil. 


When 
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When the nine Moons their deftin’d Courfe thall end, 
Thee, Goddefs of the Night, thy Succour lend , 
And, as the Mother's Labour ftronger grows, 

Affift, Letona, and relieve her Throwes. 

- Around her like the Ivy let him twine, 

And be the pregnant as the branching Vine. 

The Jolly God, that o'er the Vintage reigns, 
Reftore, with gen’rous Juice, his ebbing Veins. 

Be all your future Days and Nights like this, 

And Plenty fweeten and fupport your Blifs. 

Your Bleffings, may your Sons and Daughters thare, 
Be thofe as worthy, and be thefe as Fair. 

With the fame Joy, may you your Children view, 
As your glad Parents ever lookt on you. 

They Sung——And all around the joyful Throng, 
Applauded———And the Fates approv’d the Song. 


Ingreffus 
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- Tagyeffus i in Cubiculum. 


The Guefts attending ftill;, The — Bride ) 
Sits on the Bed; the Bridegroom by her Side. - 
But when alone, their ev'ry Glance i imparts — - 

The fweet Confufion of their meeting Flearts. : ‘ 


| 


They talk, they toy, and as with weeping Eyes « 

She turns afide, and half repenting. Sighs, | ¢ 

He feizes on her Lilly. Hand, and cries, | | 

With Kifles intermixt——My Love, my Life, 
And ev'ry tender Name in One, my Wifes 

Is it then giv’n me, in my longing Arms 

To fold thee, guiltlefs thus, and tafte thy Charms ? 

And canft thou now, my only Wifh, my Spoufe — 

Refufe me the Reward of all my Vows? | | 

Look up, and turn thy humid Byes on mines 

They flame, and with their Fires will kindle thine. 


He | 


| 
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He faid———And could no more his Heat command, 
But the refifts his Rage, and checks his Hand. 


Downward the looks, and when the Bed the {pies, 
She fhuts, fo modeft Maids affect, her Eyes, ¢ 
‘And foftly, finking in his Arms, replies: - - 


Oh lovely Youth! If ever to thy Ear, 


‘A Pather and-a Mother’s Names were dears 


By them let me conjure thee to forbear, 

And but this Night a fuppliant Virgin f{pare. 

One Night again fhe begs, but begs in vain; 

His Hand fhe can no more, nor he his Heat reftrain. 


Nor Words their Way, nor broken Accents fing, 


More Violent he grows, and fhe more Kind. 
The rifing Raptures break her {welling Sighs, 
And breathlefs in the Bridegroom’s Arms fhe lies. 
Her Fears are flown, fhe clafps the furious Boy, - 
Gives all her Beauties up, and meets the Joy. 


THE 
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THE 


HUSBAND 


By errr 


HE Poets fing.of old, that amorous Jove 
T.. various Shapes perform’d the Feats of Love. 
Chang'd to a Swan, he rifled Leda’s Charms, 

And with a Rival .Whitenefs fill ‘d her. Arms. 

On Danae’s Lap He fell a golden Show'r: 

( Gold is the fureft F riend i in an Ampur),, 
Now in a Bull’s, or Satyr’s grifly Shapes --~ 

. He on fome. Beauty makes a welcome Rape. 
Nor think it ftrange, that JSove's Almighty, Pow’ "fs 
Thro’ thefe bafe Forms taught F emales to adore, 
A Likenefs lefs agreeable he try ds, a Nie * . 
He came a Husband to. Amphyt rion s.Bride :: 

And, in a Husband's Shape could welcome prove. 


Who muft not own th’ Omnipotence of Fove ? | 
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THE 
FIRST SATYR 
Of the First tose of } 


HORA C E. 


2 -_[ Thought, 
M, Lord, whence comes it,that with wav'ring 


[ fought? 
We thus neglect what once with Care we 
That none can eafie, none content can live, . 
With what their Reafon chofe, or Fate would give? 
Each brainfick Hum rift likes his Neighbour’s Road, 
And, fince he goes it not, perverily thinks it good. 
The haggard Veteran deform'd with Scars, 
And broke with long Fatigues in conftant Wars, 
Curfes the ftarveling Honours he has got, 
And cries, The happier Merchant’s be my Lot. © 
I i The 
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The Merchant, trembling, whilft the rowling Seas 
Tofs the charg’d Barque, ‘and rifque his future Eafe, _ 
| Cries, ‘Happy only i is the Soldier’ s Fate, 7. oe 4 
A ling’ring Fortune never forc'd to walt; : _ 
Whofe Hopes aré ‘in onié happy Minute-crown'd: 
In Videry; or Deaths a certain Prize is found. | 
The harrafe’d Lawyer thinks the Peafant bleft, > a 
~ When early Clients j interrupt his Reft, i 
And with impert’nent Fearshis downy Hours moleft-) 
The lab’ring Peafant, whom vexatious Law, i 7 
And dread Suépana’s to the City.draw,.- 
Extols each Pleafure of the gawdy. Town: ,.... - 
Where he no Labour feels,no irkfome Toil has known. 
’T were vain the differing Withes to rehearfe,- | 

Or fow’r with Difcontents each jarring Verfe: 
Not all could be expreft by Fadius’s Tongue, Bs 
Tho’ fam’d for {peaking nought, and pleading long, 


But 


ee 7 fa tail 


_ Can nought your idle Difcontents appeafe? 


' MISCELLANY POEMS. 479 
But left, like him, 1, with cenforious Rhime; 
Should trefpafs on your Thoughts,or wafte your Time, 
Hear to what fpeedy iffue I the Caufe 
Will bring, and try it by impartial Laws. 

Suppofe fome God, mov'd with our cdnftant Grief, 
Order’d each Malecontent his with’d Relief : 

Do thou, who hat'ft Campaigns, a Seaman be; 
And thou a Soldier, who condemn’ ft the Sea; 
The Lawyer to his fancy'd Eafe retire; 

And the rude Hind to courtly Joys afpire: 

Hence, hence depart with chearful Looks, and blefs 
The pitying Pow’r, that gave your Griefs tng 
Chang’d the Decrees of Fate,to fix your Happinefs, 
What ? Silent? Do you then fo foon repeal 

What eager Warmth putfu'd with fo much Zeal? 


[ pleafe ? 


: Can nought your troubled Souls, your reftlefs Fancies 


Ti 2 Come, 


ost 
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Come, chearful what the Gods beftow receives — 
‘Tis Man’s part to poffefs, the Gods can only gives 
What? Hum’rifts ftill? And do you thus embrace 
The tender Deity’s abounding Grace? 

What Arts can skreen thisFolly > What thall move 
The future Favours of deluded Jove ? 

Well may his flighted Mercy fcorn your Pray’rs, 
Laugh at your Mis’ries, and upbraid your Tears; 
Bid you be Wretches ftill, fince you refufe 
WhatMan could ne'er deferve, what none but you abufe, 
But left you thittk this writ in {portive mood, | 


To raife your Fancy, not to make you Good: 


And yet I can’t conceive why beauteous Truth = 


May not become the gayeft Smiles of Youth: 
Tis thus the Miftrefs, after fruitlefs Pains, 


With little Arts the wayward Infant gains 


Infinuates the Leffon with the Featt, 


Treats him with Plumbs, and winning on his Tafte,. 
And makes the Bitter kindly relifh, and digeft. ‘ 
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But to be ferious, and thefe Trifles quit, | 
The eafie Offspring of luxuriant Wit. 
What would the Soldier, what the Seaman have, 
Who dares the warring Ocean’s Fury brave? 
What would the Vintners, who with dang’rous Arts 
Increafe the Juice the bounteous God imparts, 
Refine on Nature’s Stores, and think her reign 
Too narrow for their vaft Defires of Gain? 
With one confent they make this joint Reply; 
‘Tis future Cares our prefent Thoughts employ : 
When trembling Limbs, and ftiffen’d Nerves prefage 
The fad Approaches of a helplefs Age; 
What then fhall aid us, if the timely Care 
Of vig’rous Youth does not the Burden bear; ¢ 
And antedate the Labours of the hoary Year? 
Thus with fam’d Providence the flender Ant, 
The great Example of good Management, 


Ti 3 Whilft 
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Whilft the fair Seafon lafts, and lavifh’d Grain 
Profufely on the Floors unwatch’d remain 
_Induftrioufly his little Garner fills, 

And the Provifions for his Winter fteals ; | 
Grateful, he takes what the Occafion grants, | 
And with the prefent Wafte fupplies his future Wants. 
"Tis true; but when the Winter fharper grows, | 
And the decaying Year turns hoar with Snows, 
When Nature’s Penury can nought afford, | 
The little Beaft lives wanton on his hoard, for .$ | 
And what with anxious Care his prudent Forefight« | 
Not fo with thee, whofe raging Thirft of Gold, 
Not Fire, nor Sword, not Sea, not Heat, nor Colds 
Can e’er abate 5 and yet thy only Care | 

Is to be Richer than thy Neighbours are. 

Whence then thefe monftrous Fears, that dare pre- 

To violate the common Mother’s Womb, et 


And make the fruitful Seat thy bury’d Treafures 
What - 
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What Fruit, what Int’reft canft thou thence receive > 
What kind return fhould injur’d Nature give? ¢ 
Or change her Courfe,to make her En’my thrive? 

“‘ But if hard Times fhould break upon my Hoard, 

* Or Folly {quander what my Prudence ftor'ds 

s* The reft too flies, and mould’ring finks away; 

‘s Leaving its Mafter to deferv’d Decay. 
But fay, fuppofing it untouch’d, and whole, Soul 2 
Whence fpring the Charms, that move thy ravifh’d | 
What Beauty canft thou in its Groffnefs find, 

To pleafe thy Thoughts, and elevate thy. Mind? 
What? tho’ thy Barns are full, and Purfe commands 
The various Products of ten thoufand Lands ? 
Tho’ lufty Nature lavifhes her Pow's 

To meet thy With, and multiply thy Store? 

Tho’ teeming Provinces their Harvefts join 

To fwell thy Treafures ? Where’s the vaft Defign ? 


li 4 _ Thy 
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Thy Stomach rioting at pletiteous Feafls,, - | .. 
No more than mine can hold, no more digefts, 
‘As if amongft the Hinds, with friendly Care, _ 
Thou the Provifions of the reft thould bear 5. - 
Thou could’ft not, after all thy Toil sdiialaae . 
A greater Portion than thy Fellows eat, [Wei ght ¢ 
Who carelefs walk’d at eafe, nor felt the gullies 
Or tell me freely, when the:cafie Mind: 

Can live by Nature's frugal Laws confin‘d; 
Where is the diff’rence to confid’'ring Men, 

To plough ten thoufand Acres, or but ten? 


— And crowd the diftant Joys of future one 
pre ent ours 
<¢ Into one Momenit’s Thought, and miaké them 
Tis Godlike Luxury! of Happinefs, To Tels: 


“To be poffefling ftill, and know we always fhall 


“ But then’tls fwéet to view the fmiling Stores,. 4 


_ To take’ from Heaps thit-——~” What? thou can’ft 


[ bye haye 
What common Appetites of Nature crave: 


And 
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And if my earthen Jarr, with meafur'd Grain, 
Can thofe in Pleafure, and in Health maintain ; 
I would not richer be, I want no more, 
That c£gypt is to me, ‘tis Afric's fruitful Shore. 
*T were Madnefs fure, if thirfty Nature’s want, 


One Glafs could eafe, one Bottle could content ; 


Sir ae pie ee 


~ Devouring all, he marks his waftefal Way, 


To cry, the boundlefs Ocean's Depths explore, 
Toquench my Thirft, nor ftarve my fancy’d rong 
Draining a petty Fountain’s thrifty Store. 

Hence comes it, that where greedy Hopes prevail, 
And Fancy; not our Reafon, holds the Scale; 

The angry Auf’sdus {wells his foaming Streams, 
And fhows the Moral of the Mifer’s Dreams; 


away, 


_ Andbears the yiel@ing Banks, and thoughtlefs Wretch 
_ When he, whofe Thoughts, contented, ne'er afpire, 


Nor {well beyorid whet prefent Wants require 


Fears 
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Fears not, reclining o’er the moffy.Side, ~ : .. ; 

"The dreadful Ravage of the angry _ wes $ | 
Nor fpoils himfelf the Streams,which pong mo, witch | 
He wifely views, how all around him.fmile, — : 
The Plants not wither’d, nor too rank the Soil: 
How Nature’s equal Care does each maintain -_ 
In proper Beauty, by a frugal Reign; com 
Then quaffs his limpid Ne@ar, free from Feare, - | 
And flourifhes alike-with Nature’s other Cares. 


But ftill, the blinded World with {corn regards 
That Indolencey which thefe Ref ults rewards; 


And rayifh’d with a tawdry tinfel’d Drefs, oo 
For that alone each God they anxious prefs, ¢ 


That is theix only With, that they tan only blefs; 
Think there’s'no Scandal, but in being Poor, - 


And meafure virtuous Worth by great extent of Pow’r. 


What 
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. What thall we do then, fince no Hellebore, | 
No Reafon can the willing Mad reftore > 

! Ey'n let ’em {till continue in their Dreams, 
Debauch their Fancies with the foothing Themes, 
"Twere vain and hopelefs to prefume Succefs, | 
WherePatients hug theirIlls,and hate the kindReedrefs. 
At Athens liy’d a Wretch, Sordid and Old, 
Poffefling nothing, but poffeft by Gold. 
Him the infulting Mob, with Taunts affail’d, 
Jeer‘d as he pafs‘d, or hift, and loudly rail’d, 
Hence with the hideous Monfter’s baleful Sight, 
Rebel of Nature, and Mankind’s defpight, 
Bear him far hence, where griping Harpies reign, 
And kindred Monfters fill the difmal Scenes 
Unfit for us, or Life-———By Chance repriev’d, 


Se ntl 


Got home, and from the publick Fury fav'd; 
He thus refle's———Well Fools hifs on, and threat, 

Vent all your Malice, all your Scorn and Hate; ¢ | 
; Shall thefe fmall Blafts my fleddy Barque o'erfer? 
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*Tis not your empty Honours tempt my views, 

_ A nobler Joy my lab’ring Thought purfues ; 

Thou, thou, my darling Gold,reign’ft Monarch here, 
The deareft Objedt of my Hope and Fear: 

- Whilft thou art guarded fafe from Infults free, 


ME 3 
Let them wreak all theirBolts,wafte all their Shafts on 


Not all their Threats my ftedfaft Soul thall move, 
In Death I'll tafte thy Sweets,and revel with my Love; 
‘Pufh my Enjoyments ev’n beyond the Grave, 

Since living I no Joys but in thy Tomb can have. 
Poor Tantalus the {welling Flood furveys, 

That flies his Lips, and can’t his Thirft appeafe. 


Why-fmil’ft thou, Ignorant > Thou-art that Curft, - 


That Wretch, who dy’ft with everlafting Thirft; 
And what the Fable draws 1n fhort, 1s near 


Shewn i in full length by thy Example here. 


Broke with diftemper’d Broodings o’er thy Heaps, > 


Thou art the real Tantalus, whofe Sleep’s 


Declare thy tortur’d Soul,the Joysthy Ay'rice reaps: 


| 
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Who bafely deify’ft what bounteous Heav'n 
Defign’d thy ufeful Slave, a Blefling giv’n, 

Yet thou pervert'ft its Ufe, mak’ft it thy Lord, 

As Jove again was to that Form reftor'd, ¢ 
Irradiated its Beams, and lighten’d from thy Hoard: 

3 As if the glorious Form for Shew was made, 
A taftelefs Pleafure, and an empty Shade, 
Or as the Dephian Deities watch’d o'er, 
And Thunder guarded fafe thy hallow’d Store. 
Know’ft thou not, after all thy racking Cares, | 
To raife the Heaps thy niggard Nature fpares, ¢ 
The real Value, which thy Tieafure bears ? 
What? know’ft thou not its Ufe> let Bread be bought, 
Let fav'ry Herbs, and cheerful Wine be fought ; 
Let Nature’s Cravings meet their juft Supplies 5 
And little fure can all her Wants fuffice. 

. Reftlefs all Night, half dead with Fear each Hour, 

| Left fudden Flames thy fav’rite Gold devour ; 


—_ 


Left 


| 
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Left fturdy Burglats fhould befiege thy Pelf; | 
Or faithlefs Servants rob you of your félf: . 


~ Are thefe the only Joys thy Wealth can grant; 


The only Pleafures that-thy Soul can want? 
May I fuch dang’rous Bleffings ever fhun, 
Nor with prepoft’roufly to be. undone :_ 

May I be ever Poor, and "fcape the Snates 
The treach’rous Syrew for the Rich: prepares: | 


© But fhould a raging Fever boil your Bloods | 


cc Or fiercer Cold freeze up the vital Flood: 
a Should any Mis’ ry nail you to your Bed, 


“ Goutsrack your ‘Limbs,or fhootings{plit your Head: 


“ This will procure you Aid, fecure you Friends | 
‘ ‘To watch yourWants,and wait your fickCommands; 


‘© To bathe and rub you with obfequious ae 


“ And ev’ry- friendly Drug with inition "Help 3 


*¢ Shall gain the Doors interpofing Pow'rsy 


‘¢ To fave their Friend: , and ward the fatal Hours — 
| ‘Shall 


, een 
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¢¢ Shall make him Med'cines, utmoft Arts explore, _ 
“ By that one happy Cure the Family to reftore. 
Miftaken Wretch; thy Children, Friends, thy Wife, 
Dread the Cantinuance of thy irkfome Life ; | 
Hate the officious Care, that bars their Joys, 
Retards Poffeflion, and their Hope deftroys : 

Thefe are the Fruits thy Avarice attend, — 

A wretched, hated Life, and unlamented End. 
And where's the Wonder? In thy Days of Health, 
Thy only Pleafure was to rake up Wealth, 

That was thy only Friend, the reft paft by 
Unknown, as alien Blood; or hated, as too nigh: 
Gold was the only Thought thy Soul could move, 
All was devoted to that fatal Love; 

What canft thou in return from Friends expect, 


But equal Hatred, and deferv'd Neglect? 


Well may they in thy Miferies make bold, 
And Sacrifice thee, in their turn, to Gold. 
: Nature, 
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- Nature, ’tis truey may kindly give you Frietids, 


But ’tis your Care muft.make’em ferve your Enids : 
*Tis juft you buy their Service; a8 they yours; | 
‘Tis mutual Intereft Nature's frailer Bond fecures: 

All other Motives, Methods, ‘Ties are vainy : 
Succefslefs:Labour, and: ‘unfruitful Pain 5 

As if you’d teach, the flugigith Afs the Courfe, A eed 
To match th’ Olympian Racer’s noble Force, = | 
Or vie with proud TAe/alta’s air-born Horfe. © 2 | 


‘Then let there be an End to all your Cares, 2 


And fince your Stocks are great, be lefs your Fearss. 
End all your Labours, fince their Bind is got, - 


_ And Fortune crowns you with a {miling Lot. 


Do not like rich. Omidius ¢ hateful Name; 
Not Jong the Story, the’ well known by Fame,) 
Whofe Wealth, too pond’rous for the common Scale, | 


Was meafur'd out, to eafe-the tedious Tale; = 


Yer, 
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Yet thoughtlefs Wretch, he dy’d with conftant dread 
Of griping Penury, and want of Bread ; 
Difclaim’d his Riches, and renounc’d his Kind, 
Ig Habits fuited to his flavith Mind : 
And what's the End of all this Treafure {par’d? 
What proves, for all his Toils, a juft Reward? 
A Fav'rite Slave (if any can be fo -"’ 
To joylefs Mifers, who no Pleafures know ) 


Gave him his Freedom with a Heroine’s Grace, 
Eas’d him from Life, and fet his Soul at Peace. 
“ Well then? What’s your Advice? That] fhou’d thrive 


“ Like Nevaus, or like Nomentanus live? 


Took pity on her Patren’s wretched Cafe, 


Strangely perverfe! Is that a Vice to fhun, 
To its moft diftant Oppofite to run, ¢ 
Uneafie to be fav'd, and glad to be undone? 
Is there no golden Medium to be found, 
A Seat for Virtue, and for Vice a Bound > - 
K k I 
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| I do not griping Avarice reprehend,: - o4 
That I may Rakes and Prodigals commend. 

Wide is the Diff'rence, and diftin& the Fire, 
Which flames in Tanazs, and exalts Defire, ¢ | 
From the froz’n Humours of Vifellius’s Sire. 
‘In ev'ry thing a certain Mean is plac’d, GG 
Which muft be reach’d, and never be tranfgrefs'd: 

In this fmall Compafs Virtue feats her Throne, 

By moft unheeded, tho’ to few unknown, | ¢ | 
Wholeave her realCharms forMontfters of their own. # 
But to refume the Subject I begun, 

Nor wildly from my ftated Purpofe run; 

Shall, like the Mifer, none approve his State, - 

But rather praife the diff’rent Turns of Fate? 

Shall pine, when others fwell with flowing Joy, 

Fond to amafs; yet feeming fonder to deftroy : 

Shall overlook the Crowds of poorer Men, 

Unfit for Envy, and too low for Spleens | 

: | 4 Shall 
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Shall only this or that rich Man regard, 
Spurs to his Hopes, and Patterns of his Care’ Reward : 
Whilit ftill fome richer One appears in views 
To draw him onwards, and his Toil renew. 
As, when the Chariots, with applauding cries, 
Start from the Goal to run O/ympia's Prize; 
With equal Ardour, tho’ unequal Speed, 
All forwards prefs the eager foaming Steed: 
Each bravely pufhing only at the beft, 
Drives furious tow’rds it, and neglects the reft. 
Hence {prings the Reafon, why fo few confefs 
‘Their Life a real Round of Happinefs; 
That few are known content to quit the Scene, 
Pleas’d with their Part, without Regret or Pain; 
Can leave its Pleafures, like a chearful Gueft, 
Full with the Dainties of a dubious Feaft, 
Sated with Life, in all, in its laft Changes blefs’d. 
But ’tis enough, nor will I add a Lines 
eft Cri/pin’s tedious Rhimes fhould be — mine. 
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LA D » 
To whom the . ) 


AUTHOR fent a Book of bis 0 Own 
Compofing. 


| H IS moving Elegies when Ovid wrote, | 
_ And fung his Exile in the fofteft Note ; 


The Blifs he envy'd of the guiltlefs Lines, 
Which no harfh Law from his lov’ d Rome disjoins : 
They than their Lord a kinder Partin proves 
And, where he dares not 90, may fafely rove. 
How does he with, that * as his boundlefs Verfe 
Did various Shapes and rifing Forms rehearfe, 

_ (Where into blufhing Flow’rs coy Maidens turn, — 
And weeping Boys in flowing Rivers mourn ) 


* His Metamorphofis. 


So 


5 ? 
ne 
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So he a like propitious Change might try, | 
And the griev’d Poet be the Elegy ? 


To you, fair Ce/ta, thus your banifh’d Slave 
That little Pledse of vaft Affection gave. 
Go Book, faid I, the happy Freedom prizes 
Touch’d by thofe Hands,view'd by thofe lovely Eyes; 


An heav’nly Pleafure you fecurely gain, 
Which your defpairing Author fues in vain, ¢ 


Condemn’d to Abfence, and !:er cold Difdain. 


TO 


CLOE Maskd. 


AY, you’re difcover'd, ‘{pite of your Difguife, 
N Mask’d as you are, I know you by your Eyes, 
So richeft Diamonds, by an inbred Ray; 
Dart thro’ the Gloom, and do themfelves difplay. 
Kk 3 But 
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— 
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But why thefe pretty Tricks, this double Cheat, 


To put a Vizard on a Counterfeit > 

Wou'd you with artful Modefty exprefs 
Beauty's chief Pride in felf-denying Drefs > 
Things out of Sight, of Price and Value feem, 


| And what lies moft conceal’d, we moft efteem. © 


‘Were not each Part adorn’d with native Grace, 


Yet thus you'd purchafe a reputed Face. 
Religious Rites conceal'd from common Eyes, 
Are priz’d as. Sacred, and as Myfteries. 


Thus Heroes,. when of old they difappear’d, 


-Ceas'd to be Men, and were for Gods rever'd. 


The Perfian cannot Worhhip Phebus more, 
Than the fond Indian his Eclipfe adore. 

But there’s another Reafon for this Skreen _ 
You know too well, you’re dang’rous to be feen ; 


For 
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For who.can view that Face in open Charms, 
But fhews his Fate in Sighs and folded Arms! 
We thank you Cloe, for your tender Care, 
Which, tho’ it checks our Joy, prevents Defpair. 
But this, alas! will Mifchief {carce prevent; 
Do what you can, you can’t be Innocent ; 
Beauty in Ambufcade the Traitor plays, 
Sends a fly Dart, and unperceiv'd betrays. 
It gives, like Light’ning, Death without controul, 
Spares the grofs Shell, and blafts the inmate Soul: 
With furer Fate, when hid it active grows, | 


And to Reftraint its double Virtue owes. 


Kk 4 HORACE’s 
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HOR AC E's 
OTIUM.DIV OS, &. 
Lip. I. OpE 16. 

TO HIS 
Friend GROSPAUS: | 
Imitated in 


PARAPHRASE. 7 


By Mr. 7. HUGHES. 


I. 


Ndulgent Quiet! Pow’r Serene, 
I Mother of Peace, and Joy, and uaa 
O fay, thou calm propitious Queen, 
say, in what folitary Grove, » 
Within 
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Within what hallow Rock, or winding Cell, - 
_By human Eyes unfeen, 
Like fome retreated Druid doft thou dwell ? 
And why, illufive Goddefs! why, | 
When we thy Manfion wou'd furround, 
Why doft thou lead us thro’ enchanted Ground, 
To mock our vain Refearch, and from our Wihes fly ? 
II. | 
The wand’ring Sailors, pale with Fear, 
For thee the Gods implore, 
When the tempeftuous Sea runs high, 
And when, thro’ all the dark benighted Sky, 
No friendly Moon or Stars appear 
To guide their Steerage to the Shore: 
For thee the weary Soldier prays; 
Furious in Fight the Sons of Z4race, 
And Medes, that wear majeftick By their fide 
A full charg’d Quiver’s decent. Pride, 
Gladly 
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Gladly with thee wou’d pafs inglorious Days, a 
Renounce the Warrior's tempting Praife, 
‘And buy thee, if thou mighe't be fold, 4 : 
With Gems, and Purple Vefts,and Stores of plunder'd © 
Ill. 
But neither boundlefs Wealth, nor Guards that wait 
Around the Conful’s honour’d Gates 
Nor Anti-chambers with Attendants fill’d, 
The Mind's unhappy Tumults can abate, — 
Or banifh fullen Cares that ly 
- Acrofs the gilded Rooms of States : 
And their foul Neftss like Swallows build rsky. 
Clofe to the Palace-Roofs, and Tow’rs that pierce the 
Much lefs will Nature’s modeft Wants fupply; — 
And happier lives the homely Swain, 
Who, in fome Cottage, far from Noife | 
His few ‘Paternal Goods enjoys, 
Nor knows the fordid Luft of Gain, 


( 


Nor 
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Nor with Fear’s tormenting Pain 
His hovering Sleeps deftroys. 
IV. 
Vain Man! that in a narrow fpace 
At endlefs Game projects the daring Spear! 
For fhort is Life’s uncertain Race; 
Then why, capricious Mortal! why 
Doft thou for Happinefs repair 
To diftant Climates, and a foreign Air? 
Fool! from thy felf thou canft not fly, 
Thy felf, the Source of all thy Care. 
So flies the wounded Stag, provok’d with Pain, 
Bounds o’er the fpacious Downs in vain; 
The feather'd Torment fticks within his Side, _ 
And from the fmarting Wound a Purple Tide 
Marksall his Way with Blood,and dies the graffy Plain. 
Vv 
But {wifter far is execrable Care 
“Than Stags, or Winds that thro’ the Skies 
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Thick driving Snows and gathoy d: Fempefts bears | 
Purfuing Care the failing Ship ut-flies, 
Climbs the tall Veflels painted Sides; 
Nor leaves arm’d Squadrons in the Field, 
But with the marching Horfemen rides, _ 
And dwells alike in Courts and mid and makes alt 
3 yy L Places yield, 
! \ Then, fince no 3 State S ssieshesiy bleft, | 
Let’s learn the Ritter to allay 
With gentle Mirth, and wifely gay 
Enjoy at leaft the prefent Day, 
_ And leave to Fate the reft. | | 
Nor with vain Fear of Ills ta come 
Anticipate th’ appointed Doom. 
| Soon did Achilles quit the Stage, 
| That Hero fell by fudden Death ; 
‘While Tython to a tedious wafting Age 
Drew his protracted Breath. 
: _ And 
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And thus, old partial Time, my Friend, 
Perhaps unask’d, to worthlcfs me 

 Thofe Hours of Rengtien‘'d Life may lend * 
Which he'll refufe to thee. a 
Vit a 
Thee fhining Wealth and plenteous Joys furround, 
And-all thy fruitful Fields around 
Unnumber'd Herds of Cattle ftray. 
Thy harnefs’d Steeds with {prightly Voice © 
Make neighb’ring Vales and Hills rejoice, 
While {moothly thy gay Chariot flies o’er the fwift 
To me the Stars, with lefs Profufion — 
An humble Fortune have affign’d, 
And no untuneful Lyrick Vein, 
But a fintere-contented Mind 


That can the vile malignant Crowd difdain. 


TO 
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Thought om DEATH, 


By M.G ROVE. 
; 
O Death ! What Pow’r isthine,that diftant,thus, . 
~/ By Fancy feen, thou call’{t up all our Fears, 
And fhed’ft a baleful Influence on the Soul! 


Mine hangs her drooping Wings,and,downward prefs‘d 


By foggy Damps, attempts in vain to rife; 
For ftillin ken of an untimely Grave, _ 

The dail y Subject of the penfive Thought, 

She hovers o’er, and views the fad Recefs. 

If (which is feldom ) I converfe with Joy, 
And Nature, lighten’d of her Sorrows, {miles, 
While — Objects dance before the Sight, 
_ A 


\ 


ee) 
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A Thought of Death comes crofs the lovely Scene, 
And blots it out at once: So have Iknown | 
The rifing Sun dart round his golden Beams, 
The welcome Promife of a glorious Day, 
When, lo! f{carce have we felt his vital Lamp, . 
But ftrait fome fullen Cloud hangs threat’ning o’er, 


We Sicken, the Creation feems to Mourn; 


' And all Things wear a deep and heavy Gloom. 


A 


HYMN on SIGHT. 


by the fame Hand. 


I. 
| Blefs my God for ev'ry Senfe, 
But moft for thee, my darling Sight, 
By 
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By whom I learn Adore the Pow'r 7 
That won this beauteous World from Night. 
AL 7 
When thou art not, the glorious Scene 
In Darknefs undiftinguith’d lies, 
-Heav’n, Earth, and Seas are all in vain, 
Nor can their Wonders move Surprize. 
es Il. | 
Ev'n Light, of all material Things | 
 Beft Emblem of the Deity, 
Spreads to the Blind unheeded Charms, 
| For why? *T was made alone Yor thee. 
a IV. 
Thou awful F ears, and Thoughts fublime, : 
Doft to the ravifh’d Mind convey; 
Of Him, who rais‘d this ample Frame, 


‘And o’er the whole extends His Sway. 


-  -V. With 
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v. 
With Pleafure now I travel o'er 
Heav'n’s vaft Extent 5 amaz‘d to fee 
Numberlefs Worlds in order roll 
With rapid Motion thro’ the Sky. 
VI. 
Infinite Pow’r, and equal Skill 
In all thy Works, O Lord, I views 
Thy Breath firft kindled up thefe Fires, 
And thou their Waftes doft {till renew. 
Vil. 
The Sun’s bright Orb thy Glory fills, 
The nightly Moon refledts the fames 
| And all the ftarry Globes diffufe, 
With their own Light, their Maker's Name. 
VIM. 
But ah! how foon my Light 1s loft, 
Hopelefs to reach the Bounds of Place! 
Ll Yet 
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Yet where that fails, by Fancy’s Aid, 
Remoter Regions I cam. trace. _ 
- & | of OX | 
“  * Till, got within the, Verge of Stars, 
Earth’s little Ball efcapes my ken; 
The more I wonder thy Delight, 


O God, is with the $ons of Men. 


OFA 


| Lady z the Opera, ; Dre 
in White. 


S O would defcending Angels charm the Sight, - 


With Formall Spotlefs,and with Drefsall White; 


Thus Imitating her, they’d dart fuch Rays 
Would dazzle all qur Eyes, and baffle all our Praife. 


Such 
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Such Virgins feet for Sacrifice defign’d ; 
Here too as certain Sacrifice we find: 
But, faireft Nyinph, you change the Courfeof Fate, 
No Vidtim are you madey the Vidtim you create. 

| ° 

Such pure Attire unbody’d Vifions wear, 
Can what refembles you, be faid to fcare? 
You ravith, not affright, our Souls away, | 


So pleafingly they fly, we fcarce’can with their ftay. 


Such Garb attribute'we to perfect Fame, - 
Confummate Maid! you well become the fame: 
Ador’d by all, you reign by all avow’d 
A Sun without a Stain, a Sky without a Cloud. | 


Such lovely White on lucky Days appears, 
May this bright Mark diftinguifh all your Years; 
L1 2 Thus 
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Thus of a Piece throughout, your Face, your Mind; 
Your ev'ry Hour ferene, and ev’ry Blefling join’d. 


Such Innocence did Nature’s Bloom adorn, 
Nature, where-e’er you come, Again looks born ; 
Her firft unt#inted Sweets are fet to view, 

And all her killing Softnefs lives in wond’rous you. 


Gods! How we rioted at Eye and Ear, 
Thus to fee Harmony, as well as hear! 
O the Tranfporting Blifs! fo Fine! fo Vaft! 
It cuts‘Defcription fhort, and gives of Heav'na Tafte. 


7 


THE 
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THE 


Celebrated Beauties. 


A 


Occafioned upon being [ufpected of svriting 
Tue BritisaH Court. 


[ accufe, 
HY with fuch Freedom fhould the Town 


| And charge abfurd Encomiums on my Mufe? 
Celeftial Objeas by themfelves I place, 

Nor with a Cl.-de a F--rr--ft--r difgrace ; 

That Difproportion’d Péece offends the View, 

No Feign’d Perfection fhould attend the True. 
Whene’er my Voice attempts the Brsti/o Fair, 


I fing the Worthy, but th’ Unworthy fpare, 
LI 3 Refpedt, 


514 The SIXTH PART of 
Refpect, when Merit fails, in Silence lies, 
Praife undeferv'd is Scandal in Difguife. 
What mod’rate Tofgue would vulgar Things rehearfe, 
Where Crowds of wondrous Nymphsinvite the Verfe? 
Charmers in Millions grace this happy Sphere, 
And — ‘View prefents a Conqu’ror here. 
Who to mean Subje&s can debafe his Quill, 
And waite his fcanty Stock of Art fo ill, © 
Looks like the Fop that courts a paltry Dame, 
While faultlefs Maids contend to meet his Flame, 
Poets fhould ftil! Autumnal F orms omit, 
Forty gives {mall Encouragement to Wit; 
The Genius flags beneath fo ftale a Theam, 
And fpritely Fancy finks to heavy Fleam, 
When thofe declining Years our Strains require, 
And Compliment fupplies pretended Fire ; 
Some little Virtue may perhaps be found, 
But Beauty's an intolerable Sound: 

Ta 
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To Youth alone that Heav’nly Grace belongs, 
None but the Young are Fair, and truly worthy Songs. 


Ye Female Glories, which exalt our Ifle, 
Vouchfafe th’ aufpicious Influence of your Smile, - 
To you I call, to you, ye matchlefs Lights, 
Infpire my Numbers, and improve my Flights; 
Left I deprefs your Fame with languid Lines, 
And pay unhallow’d Vows at Sacred Shrines. 
Would you, ye Pow’rs, but look.ferenely down, 
I'd foar aloft, and blazon your Renown, 

Then fomething fo Divine might raife my Voice, 
And make me {carce inferiour to my Choice, 
What Ancient Story tells, the World fhould fcorn, 


And ev'ry Goddefs deem in glorious Britain born. 
| : 
\ 

Begin, my Mufe, begin with M]--r/b--gh’s Race, 
When Valour’s Sung, the Father claims the Place; 


Ll4 And 


516. - Thee SIXTH PART of 
And fure, when Beauty's Pow’r employs our Flight, 
The fhining Daughters challenge foremoft Right. 


A S--nd--rl--nd the coldeft Writer warms, 
So turn’d for Conqueft, fo compleat in Charms, 
There feems Detration in our higheft Praife, 
‘She leaves theMufe behind,and mocks our diftantLays. 
Not thus Minerva, tho’ a Goddefs, fhone, 
O! had her Eyes fuch dazling Luftre.thrown, 
Thence the bold Artift had inform’d his Clays 


Nor fought another Sun, nor fall’ a Vulture’s Prey. 


Could Nature’s felf her own firft Form exprefs, 
She’d charmthe World in bright M-nth-rni-r’s Drefs: 
Gods! what engaging Bloom fits {miling there! _ 
How languifhingly {weet her ev'ry Air! 

Her Shape, her Gefture, all the Nymph, fubdues, 
We look oursouls away,and Fate with Tranfport chufe. 


Had > 


| 
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_ Had Love’s fair Goddefs been fo ftrong in Charms, 


— 


Rath Diomede had dropt. his vent’rous Arms; 
No fhameful Victory the Greek had won, 
But thoufand Wounds receiv’d, inftead of giving one. 


Splendor and Softnefs in Br-dgw-t-r meet, 
There Mild appears an Attribute with Great s 
Such humble Sweetnefs gives a dawn of Joy; 
She feems, like Heav’n, unwilling to deftroy. 
Who would not ferve, where fuch a Vidor reigns? 
What Freedom equal to fuch gentle Chains? 

But foon, too foon, miftaken Mortals know, 

Th’ Imagin’d Blifs concludes in Real Woe. 

So from foft Breezes of the Southern Winds 
Unnumber’d Sweets we fondly hope to find; 

But foon, alas! fucceeds immod’rate Rain, 

And fadly renders all the promis’d Pleafure vain. 


G--d--lph--n's 


318 «The SIXTH PART of 


G--d--lph--n’s form’d among the firft to fhine, 
That other Conqu’ror of the conqu’ring Lines . 
Nor Pride her Mien, nor Art her Afpe& knows, . 
Her full Renown from fingle Nature flows ; 

Rich in unpractis‘d Charms, fhe {catters Chains, 
And fhunning Empire, certain Empire gains; - 
Neglectful, yet fecure, with Arrows plays, 
Unmeaning, throws, and undefiring,: flays; 

She ftoops to make no Prize her little Aim, . 


But emulates her Sire, and conquers but for Fame. 


B-It--»'s Majeftick Form invades the Sight 
With awful Wonder, and fublime Delight ; 
Here Diff’ring Deities confpire our Fate, 

Venus with Funo, Sweetnefs dwells with State; 
High Pines are Emblems of her graceful Size, 
And bending Ofiers thew her humble Guife. 


: 


a 
Difeafe - 
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Difeafe follicits her with impious Care, 
And too, too faft her precious Spirits wear, 
Not thus her Charms: Ev’n yielding, How fhe reigns, 
And conquers others, while her felf’s in Chains ? 
Great, yet Oppreft : Were Virtue’s Image feen, 
Virtue could look but equally Serene; 
In Pain fhe proves the Promife of her Mind, 
And only, when fhe dies, deceives Mankind. 
Forbid it, Heav’n! that Fate fhould ever clofe 

Such All-commanding Eyes, and plunge the World 
[ in Woes. 

To S--ym--r, daring Mufe, thy Numbers raife; 
Mufe, thy beft Numbers flag beneath her Praife: 
Lo! fweeteft Youth, difclaiming artful Care, 
Sports in her Face, and revels in her Air; 
Brisknefs and Innocence their Pow’rs unite, 


And next her f{potlefs Mind, her Skin is White. 


When 
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When radiant Bluthes to her Cheeks repair, 

(Such lovely Stains become the brighteft Fair, ) 
Gods! How That Paint of Nature tempts our Eyes! © 
How Earth's Aurora far tranfcends the Sky’s! 

But her high Merit checks the bold Delight, 

We tremble at the Soul, yet riot at the Sight, - 


When T--ft-- was created, Nature took 
Such Care to furnifh out a conqu’ring Look, 
_ Who did not think her Hoard of Luftre {pent, 
And Eyes defign’d hereafter Innocent >. 
Nor was fhe lefs Extravagant in Bloom, 


} Loom. | 
As if fhe meant no future Charms, and beggar’dall her - 


For beauteous He/ex Troy in Fires was fen, 3 : 
The World was facrific'd to Exgypt’s Queen, | 
Behold in 4/-6-nh-m a Brighter Dame, 

But Virtue ftifles fuch Deftru@ive Flame. 


Heav'ns! 
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Heav'ns! were fhe free from Hymen’s envy'd Chainss 
Who would not rage with Cupsa's fierceft Pains? 

_ Marriage fufpends our Tranfports, for who dare 
Burn, now Hope’s fled, and tempt extream Defpair? 
Th’ Iluftrious Ancients were by halves Divine, 
The Face and Mind did ne’er together thine: 

Here all Accomplifhments are fully fhown, 

And ev’ry Goddefs is compriz'd in One; 

So Fair; yet Fairnefs feems her f{malleft Praife, 

Her Soul’s profufe of Light,and darts immortal Rays. 


P--rp--nt's in all the Pomp of Youth array’d, 

: Charming as Winter's Shine, or Summer's Shade y 
“Fair as defcending Snow, or mounting Light, 

Born to fhame Fancy, and enflave at Sight: 

What's all our boafted Freedom, when we gaze> 
Britain's diftinguifh’d Blefling flies,and Man in fae 


The 
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The graceful Movement of the Wife of Fove, 
Th? enchanting Afped of the Queen of Love, 
Minerva’s Skill, and Excellence in Artsy 
Apollo's Rays, and Cupid's piercing Darts, 
Bright Hede’s Youth, and chaft Diana’s Mind, 
Softnefs and Sweetnefs of the Ch--rch--/ Kind, 
All blended in one perfect Piece, would fhew 
Pr--4y’s confummate Image to the ravith’d View. | 


If breathing Flow’rs fuch pleafing Sweets difpenfe, ‘ 
df Light has Charms, and fo allures the Senfe, 
If Mufick’s Strains have that perfuafive Art, | 
O lovely V--gh'n! How form’d to ftrike the Heart! - 
‘Such a Complexion foils the Pride of May, =. 
Such Looks add Splendor to the brighteft Day, 
Such tuneful Speech affords fo moving Sounds, 

We fanay Crowns in Chains, and tafte Delight in 


Cu-Lonr?s 
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C--i/--r’s a Subje& dear to Britifo Lays, 

. Her Shape, ‘her ev'ry Feature’s wrought for Praifes 

What humid Pearls of Sorrow feem to rife, 

As if fhe wept the Ravage of her Eyes ? 

Still, ftill we Bleed, and no Relief is gain’d, 

Her killing Beauty’s true, her faving Pity feign’d. 


Thy Rhimes, oh Mufe, with young Lous/a graces 
That growing Wonder of the Br--den—d/ Races 
Ev’n now her Charms difclofe a pleafing Bloom, 
But promife Riper Sweetnefs yet to come ; 

Nature, for all her vaft Indulgence, fears 

T’ entruft Perfection to thofe tender Years, 

But fhortly will her choiceft Stores difplay, 

And give to fuch a Morn an anfwerable Day. 

What mighty Glories fhall this Fair adorn, 

Ally’d to Myra, and of R--chm-nd born? 

- Myra {o Bright to kindle Gr--nv--le’s Fire, 

; How did the fhine, that could fuch Warmth infpirel 
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_ _-R.-chm--nd {o great to give That Title Fame, 
[ came. 


And thore than equal Her from whom our Toafting 


To R--yn--ids, Mufe, that Mafs of Beauty, rife, 
Her Mien how Charming, and how Bright her Eyes! 
From op’ning Eaft lefs glorious Luftre breaks; — 
How Nature’s curious Pencil paints her Cheeks ! 

_ The Loves, miftaking her for Venus, throngs — 
"And feafted thus, continue in the wrong. 

Seems {he not more than Numbers can exprefs ? refs? 
Seems not ev'n Thought afraid to make fuch Wonders 
Men may with Juftice Nature's dealing blame, 
And charge their Parent with a partial Aim; 

“Who too, too lavifh to her Female Races 

Beftows frefh Gifts, and {pringsnew Mines of Grace ; 
But ah! to Them fo fparing, daigns to raife. 

No hidden Stores of Wit to give proportion’d Praife, 


F.-rm.--r's 


~~ 
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F-rm--r’s a Pattern for the Beauteous Kind, 
Compos’d to pleafe, and ev’ry way refin’d; 
Obliging with Referve, and Humbly Great, 
Tho’ Gay, yet Modeft, tho’ Sublime, yet Sweets 
Fair without Art, and graceful without Pride, 
By Merit and Defcent to deathlefs Fame ally’d. 


Seek not the Venus Star that gilds the Skies, 
Two brighter Stars are found in W--/p--/e's Eyes; 
Defire not Nature’s Wealth in Fields difplay'd, 
Far nobler Stores enrich the blooming Maid y 
Rack not your Thought to paint what’s{weetly Rare, 
Look. but- on #--/p--/e’s Form, tis all Familiar there. 


Thee, Ch—-tw-nd, all that fee thee, ftrive to praifey 
And with infatiate Longings ftill muft gaze; 


Mm Frefh 
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Frefh fpringing Glories ev'ry Moment rife, 

And in new Raptures hurl us to the Skies. 

O! could I reach a Harmony in Sounds 

Like the fam’d Sweetnefs in her Afpect found, 

To yon bright Sphere I'd raife the glitt’ring Dame, 
And with due Numbers fhake the Pattern of herF rame. 


Thrice glorious N--w--ngt--2! How juftly great! 
No Charms are abfent,and each Charm’s compleat,; 
All that have Eyes, thy Beauties muft confefsy. 
~ Allthat have Tongues, thofe Beauties would exprefs ; 
They would—But oh! the Language fcants the Will, 
Nature’s too ftrong for Art, and baffles utmoft Skill. 
Born for Command, yet mov’d from.publick View, 
As cloy’d with Pow’r, and weary to fubdue 5 
To filent Shades I fee the Vi@or run, 

And reft beneath the Myrtles which fhe won ; 


Eavy 
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Envy prefumes not to difturb her there, 
Envy; wherewith th’ unhandfom teize the Fair. 
Her fhining Look exalts the gazing Swain, 
But oh! within he feels confuming Pain. 
So fparkling Flames raife Water to a Smile; 
Yet the pleas'd Liquor pines, and leffensall the while. 


Where charming H--le appears, fhe treadson Spoilsy 
Qur Sex are Vaffals, and her own are Foils; 
Such a peculiar Elegance of Face! 
So many Sweetneffes! fuch lively Grace! 
Oh that becoming Negligence of Air ! 
There's fomething Curious in her want of Care. 
Here Love may with Inconftancy agree, 
For One's Variety; One fuch as fhe. 
Captivity, fo caus'd, we proudly blefs, 
Are zealous to be Slaves, nor with our Fetters lefs. 


Mm 2 Attractive 
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Attractive Sg--re with endlefs Pleafure’s feen, 

Oh trifling Grandeur of the Cyprian Queen! ! 
Only three Graces form’d her higheft State, | 
But thoufand Graces on this Venus wait. 
Impoflible for Eyes to take their fill! 

_ There's fomething eminently winning ftill; 

A Novelty of Charms falutes the Sight, 

More fweet than Bloffoms, and more gay than Light; 
Two pow’rful Paffions, when we gaze, we proves 


Joy revels in our Looks, and in our Bofoms Love. 


Well L--ngt-n's Name becomes the Radiant Lift, 
Who can her Praife refufe, her Pow’r refift? 
Was ever Nymph thus exquifitely wrought? 
Seems fhe not almoft Lovely to a Fault? 
At once fo many crowding Wonders prefs, 
Ev’n more fhe’d Charm us, if fhe charm’d us lefs. 
Have 
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Have you not fens on Anna’s pompous Day, 
A thoufand Objeéts all profufely Gay ? 
Such Numbers only not opprefs’d the Sight, 
Yet lefs Variety gives full Delight. 
See! fee! Th’ alternate Glories of the Skies 
Blend in her Form, and all at once furprize; * 
Her rofie Cheek the Bluth of Morning fhows, 
Her dazling Eyes the mid-day Sun. difclofe ; 
Her Air refembles well the Milky Way; [ play. 
There Stars unnumber'd fhine,here Loves unnumber'd 
O! why did Heav'n, which thus adorn’d the Fair, 
And made the Workmanthip fo much its Care, 
Not with foft Pity temper all the reft, 
And place this kind Reliever in her Breaft ? 
Still poor Camelions, we, mutt live on Air, 
She thinksalLook too much—theLover’s {malleft Fare, 


"There’s no way to be fafe from H--t/--y’s Darts, 
Wor Light nor Darknefs can fecure our Hearts ; 
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Both Eyes and Ears are ‘Traitors to Repofe, 
Looking, or lift’ning ends in am’rous Woes; 

Gods! when we fee, we're vanquith’d by her View, 

And while we hear, her melting Notes fubdue. 

Mufe, fing the Nymph that’s fo compos’d for Fames 
Make Heav'n and Earth acquainted with her Name; 

_ Thy lf, oh Nymph, to teach the Mufe incline, 

For there's no perfed Melody but thine, 

_ Then the might haply boaft a warbling Air, 

And form her Song as Sweet,asNatureform’dtheeF air. 


Reach diftant M—xdy, Mufe,with founding Strains, 
Th excelling Maid that waftes her Time in Plains; 
Bid her appear, and blefs the longing Sight, _ 
Retirement’s wrong for Youth, for Age ‘tis right ; | 
Say, that her Prefence to the World is due, | ! 
Afpetts fo Brilliant are ordain’d for View. 


=? ~"a 
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The Sun, whofe Glory’s but to match her Eyes, 
Flathes diffufive Beams, and brightens all the Skies. 


Certain as Fate, and {wift as feather’d Darts, 
Oh W--ll-mf—n! Thy Arrows pierce our Hearts; 
Once with an equal right to Glory fhin’d 
A fignal Charmer of thy own Bright Kind ; 
Once—But remorfelefs Death too quickly feiz'd 
This finifh’d Obje@, that fo vaftly pleasd ; 
No Refpite from Concern our Souls could find, 
Did the not leave Thee here, a Wonder {till behind. 


Like Banks adorn’d with Nature’s flow’ry Trains 
Alft.-n's {weet Look delights th’ admiring Swain, 
Pleas’d, not content, he lets his Withes rife, 

And would regale more Senfes than his Eyes, 

But hid in Bloom, that Serpent, Scorn, deftroys 

The Lover's fondeft Hopes, and poifons all his Joys. 
Mm 4 The 
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The D--fow--ds are a Family of Charms, 

_ Each Nymph’s appointed with refiftlefs Arms, 
So Soft, fo Sweet, fo Artlefs, and fo Young, 
Pride of the Sight, and Pleafure of the Tongue. 
Dearly we pay for fuch immod’rate Light, 
Beauty's, like Love, feverely Exquifite; 

Our Souls are wound to that exceflive Height, 


We fuffer, not enjoy; the vaft Delight. 


Nor lefs renown'd in Charms the H- --r¥--ys ftand, 
How Fair they feem! How fafhion’d for Command! 
Each of herfelf might fingly challenge Praifes | 
One were a tempting Task for endlefs Lays, 
Did not another, and another thine | 
‘Splendid alike, and equally Divine, 

As if Imperial Beauty meant no more — 
To reign at large, and fpread her mighty Pow'r, 
| But 
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But with unequal favour would confine 


Her num’rous Treafures to that Darling Line. 


Can Sm—~th unnoted pafs, fo fram’d for Praife? 
Ev’n Britain's Court grows brighter with her Rays. 
Oh lovely Confli& of her varying Hue! 

Lilly and Rofe by grateful turns fubdue. 
Promifcuous Charms our ravifh’d Senfes greet, 

Here April's Bloom, and Augu/i's Ripenefs meet 5 
Delights, which feem but to falute the Year, 
Eternally refide, and flourifh heres 

Who can exprefs which Seafon chears him moft ? 
How gay the Minutes fly, when fhe’s the Toatft! 
Bright as the Stone, with which the Glafs we wound, 
Infpiring as the Juice, with which the Glafsis crown’d. 


Oh W--/k--nf--n! who can of Beauty Sing, 
And not an Off’ring to thy Altar bring ? 
Who 
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Who can defcribe the Young, the Sweet, the F air, ! 
And not thy Charms, thy wond’rous Charms, declare? 
Unfully’d Luftre dwells upon thy Face, | 


Nor Eye can find a Stain, nor Fancy mend a Grace. : 


One Pleafure more, indulgent Mufe, afford, 
Pleafure fupream, when F--rr--/-.7’s the Word! 
Defert fo vaft Commands thy utmoft Lays, 

And fure ’tis almoft Impious not to praife; 
Praife dare I call it? When each boldeft Line : | 
Shows like weak Twilight to Meridian Shin 
Lo! Mien, Complexion, Features, Voice, confpire, 
- Perfe&tion’s Brands, to fet the World on Fire ; | 

Oh fhe’s all Wonders ! Heav'n’s whole Excellence 
Meets in her Frame; and fills our ev'ry Senfe; 

That Grace, which moft ennobles, who can name 


‘Where all’s divinely great, entitled all to Fame? 


As 
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:: As well the Man, who travels all the Day 
= Scorch’d with the Sun, might tell the fierceft Ray, 
He knows the lucid Author of his Flames, 
: But with his parching Heat alike he charges all the 
: { Beams. 
Ye num’rous Charmers, who remain unfung, 
Forgive th’ unequal Tribute of my Tongue, 
Not that your Conquefts fail, my Strains expire, 
I own your Pow’rs, and feel a filent Fire, 
No more my prefent Raptures can purfue, 


But when my Mufe takes breath, I'll foar,and fing of yau. 


ON 
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ON 


The Gountefs of B-wt-t's 
Recovery. 


T° Gods at firft, in Pity to our Race, 


Grieving to view the Triumphs of her Face, _ 


_ And num’rous Throngs of haplefs Lovers flain 
By the mix’d Darts of Beauty and Difdain, 

Gave Sicknefs leave t’ invade the brighteft Throne, 
To nought before but Loves and Graces, known, 
Br--wt-r's Frame: Yet on maturer Thought, 
Finding meer Mortals eafie to be wrought, 

But fuch a Workmanfhip of Nature, loflg 

Too hard to be retriev'd with all their Coft, 
Greatly refolv'd to baffle proud Difeafe, 

And fave Br--wt--r, tho’ the World fhould ceafe. 


She | 


ie 


» Proud to be feen, and pleas’d to be addreft. 
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She lives, fhe lives——-Oh glorioufly decree’d! 
We Victims either way were doom’d to Bleed; 
For ev’n her Fall had brought us no Relief, 


' We'd chane’d our Paffion, and had dy’d for Grief. 


PRISCAs ADVICE 


TO 


NOVIND &ZA 


TS not falfe Man, th’ experienc’d Pri/ca cries, 


Think on my Fate, and oh ! be timely wife. 
Bright as you are, I fhin’d with equal Rays, 
And ev'ry Tongue feem'd bufie in my Praife. 
Vaffals in Crowds attended where I came, 
Swore Chains and Darts, and talk’d me into Fame. 
Too much I liftfned, and my Sex confeft, 


The 
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The Things grew vain, and leffen’d their Refpect, 


Frequent Appearance ends in cold Negled. 
Early, yet late, I find the deat-bought Truths 
‘Wither in Bloffom, and decay in Youth. 

My Prefence now at beft but Pity draws, 

And Men already point and fay 


—She was. 
How quickly chang’d! I fee without a Train 
The dear, dear Play-houfe where I us’d to Reign 


No more the falfe protefting Creatures come > 


From my once pow'rful Look to fetch their Doom; 


No more they Start at Tragick Scenes, and ery, 

- Ye Gods! If Prifca {miles not, oh! we dye. 
None feck me in the Mall, nor finding, burn, 
And cal] out to their Fellows, t’other Turn: 

No Spark regards my Motions in the Ring, 

Nor mifling me, erows fad, and pulls his String. 
At Indian Houfes now I'm forc’d to pay, — 

Elfe bring, alas! no Fav’rite Toys away. 


All | 
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| All Marts of Love to me are fruitlefs now, 

I hardly get the Trifle of a Bow 3} 

In vain I Sparkle, Drefs, and Ogle too, 

And {carce a Country Squire vouchfafes to Woo. 

Let this Example teach you to beware, 

Too well I prove, ’tis dang’rous to be Fair; 

Short are the Triumphs of the Face alone, 
_ Where Condué fails, how tott’ring is the Throne ¢ 

Without this Virtue, Woman's weakly crown'd, 
_ Our Minds fix Government, our Eyes but found. 
Believe me, Nymph, fo read in Beauty's Bane, 
Obferve thefe Precepts, and confirm your Reign. 
Let ftri&t Difcretion all your Steps attend, 
A feeming Tyrant, but a real Friend ; 
Be fure to Rule with neceflary Care, 
Nor truft your Empire to a faithlefs Air; 
Shun the foft tempting Baits of publick View, 
And Smile not on each Fop that flatters you ; 

Glow 
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Glow not with Rapture, when my Lord gets near, 
And whifpers fugred Speeches in your Ear, _ 
Take not his Tickets ftill,. left Fame fhould fays 
You, Indian-like, for Baubles, Gems repay 5, 

All Ranks with due Referve be fure to treat, 

All mean our Ruin, and confpire Deceit; 
Should one prefent his Heart, whom you approve, 
Employ the Prieft, before you feem to Love 3 
Thofe faintly burn, that fee us prone to pleafe, 
Men naturally flight what comes with Eafe, 

Look without Art, nor labour to enflaves. | 

In this the Beauteous differ from the Brave 5 
Pow’r, when We follow, like a Shadow, flies, 

But They by firm purfuing gain: the Prize: 


__NOVIND 4s 
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| NOVINDA’ss ANSWER 
—< 

PRISCA 


HEN Gen’rousPr:/ca's early Counfel came, 
W I frown’d to read,and {carce forbore to blame, 
Conftru’d it rude Impertinence at beft, 
And kept with Pain the Woman in my Breaft; 
Now confcious of my Error, pay this Mites 
And with a frank Confeffion greet your Sights 
No Bays by this Attempt I hope to win, 
Write without Arts and without Form begin s 
Know then, and Pardon, when you find the Truth, 
A Eault I own, but ‘twas a Fault of Youth. 
Once how Ambition charm’d my eafie Age, 

} And publick Places did my Soul engage ! 


Nn | Oh! | 
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Oh ! "twas fo Fine te have a nes’ ‘sous, Fraitt | 
Watching my Glance, and crying up my Reigns 7 
Swearings She's Wond’tdus, Gods! we're all undone, 
Her Sex referibies Tapers by the Syn. 
The Sons of Mars diffolv'd i in am’rous Fire, . 

Ev'n garter’d Heroes glow’d wath foft Deftey : 
‘Squires, Knights, amd Lords ill juhed to appear, 
And wore my Chains, .or feem’d.at fealt to wears - 


. | 
i “ 
cy a 


I deem’d my Pow’r proportion’d to my Will, . - 
Nor knew I Pleafure, but to Look and: Kall. - 
Then Pride, that nat’ral. F railty of our Kind, 
Prefented Titles to my flatter'd Mind," . 

Her Grace, at leaft, My Lady. touch’d my Ear, 
And Pages did my Train in Fancy-bear. 
How could I lefs expeé from fo mach Praife? 
Who could think All but an imagin'd Blaze? 
Strange fort of Lovers, that pretend to Burn, 
Xet proudly Sigh, and ask for ne Return! 
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Mere Toafting can aflwage fuch Triflers Flame, 
Their Paffion’s almoft fated with the Name. 

Had one {poke Marriage, I'd not us‘d him ill, 
‘T'was all Romance, and 'm Novinds ftill; 
Amidft whole Numbers, not a Husband’s found; 
How many Deaths art fancy’d in that Sound! 
~ Happy the Nymphs that chufe the honeft Shade, 
Where Truth refides, and Courtfhip’s not a Trade, 
Where gracious Fate beftows a faithful Swain 
Who knows to Love, and knows not how to feign. 
Bear ine, kind Pow'rs/ to fome ferene Retreat, 
There let me live, not wifhing to be Greats 
Far from this dear, deceitful, damning Place, 
Where all is led by Int’reft, Love’s Difgrace. 
Convine’d by yous I fly ftom vain Renown, 
And leave the falfe Endearments of the Town; 
My Bloom, my Fame ate hopelefs to prevail, 
Who can fucceed where Prifca’s felf did fail? 
Nn 2 Howe’er 
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Howe’er one Thought delights mes that I go 

While Glory’s Seafon lafts, and Honours flows; , 
Yet difmal Pity wants Pretence to rife, 

Yet none enjoy the pleafure to Defpife. 

Oh!. why fhould Men complain of Female Charms, 
And count their Sex expos'd to:greateft Harms? 
Our- felves are leaft fecure, when forind fo fair, 
And Beauty’s to the Owner moft a Snare. 

The Sun and- Beauty gild the World with Rays): 
Both ‘find no Recompence but barren Praife,; ..- , 
Nay, both muft oft Retire, if Mortals prize, — 

Ev'n Light offends, ftill flathing in their Eyes, 


OF 
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OF A 


DWARE 


_ Courting a — 
BRIGHT LAD Y. 
| G™ that durft invade the Sky, 


By wrathful Pow'rs were doom’d to Die; - 
Shall better Fate This Pygmy hare, 
Who dares attempt a Heav’nly Fair? 


They took a lefs furprizing Flight, - 
For tow’ring Boldnefs fuits with Heights 
But, when a Dwarf would ftrangely Rife, 
What wretched Figure mocks our Eyes? 


_ Correct His Rafhnefs, Nymph Divine, 
You want not Light’ning, that fo fhines 
| Nn 3 ‘Strike 
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Strike this abfurd Affailant Dead, 
And make the Grave his Bridal Bed. 
The lofty Tree to Heav'n afpiress : 
And who can blame his Bold Defires > 
?Tis forithat Fad he {eems fo grown, | 
And therefore’s wonder'd at by none. 


‘Meant for the Ground, and nothing more, . 


All this pretending Folly chide, 


And laugh at its prepoft'rous Pride, 


ack 


sae Bo a i aa ‘ 
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TO THE 


OUEEN:; 


Upon the DEATH of 
His Royal Highneé. 


[ Bed, 

Hilft Tears o'erflow the Roya Wipow’s 

And gloomy Sadnefs veils hes Sacred Head ; 
Each Breaft doth Sympathetick Anguifh feel, 
Our confciqus Looks our jnward Pains reveal. 
O! cou’d our Sorrows but give Yours Relief, 
O! that our Troubles coy'd affwage Your Grief, 
The Pious Nation fhou’d indulge her Woe, 
And Publick Tears fhou'd to a Deluge flow: 
But fince we cannot Cure our QueeEn’s Diftrefs, 
Accept that With which ftrives to make it lefs. 
When from the Fondnefs of Your foft Embrace, 
To the bright Regions of th’ Angelick Race, 
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The Much-lov'd Pringey was Order ‘d to remove, | 
And quit Your Breaft, that Paradife of Love ; 5 
Death,’ that diretted the tinerring Dart, as 
Knew well he pierc q You in the tend’reft Part 
But Feav’n Decreed It with a wife Defi ign, ; 
To make Your Virtues yet more Clotiows thine. 
Such are Jove’ s fecret and rayfterious Ways, | 
When he to Glory'will his Fav'rites raife. 
Conquefts o'er Paffions nobler Laurels. ‘yield, | 
Than all the Triumphé of the beft-fought Field; | 
_ You to the Prince muft give the Tribite due: ; | 
We beg no more, than that thofe Tears be few 3% 
Much to his Mem’ ry; we confefs, You owes 
Yet fome Compaffion to Your People fhow; | 

Let the juft Motive of Your Subjeéts Good; 
Supprefs the Torrent of the rifing Flood ; 

Our Safety, Mapa, muft depend on Yours, | 

; And the Quesw s Life, the World's ~~ feures. 
‘To 


+ MS 
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To the Right Honourable the 


LORD VILLIERS, 
ON HIS 


Taking his Mafter of Arts Degree at Cam- 
| bridge, in the Teat 1700. 


By Mr. William Worts of Gana 


Midft the Joy that flows from ev'ry Tongue; 
A Accepts my Lord, the Mute’s humble Song: 
Now you all Arts and Sciences defend ; 

The Sons of Phebus will your Train attend, ¢ 
Who on the Smiles of Greatnefs mutt depend 5 ) | 
It i is the Portion of their glorious Fate, | 
To praife the Good, and eternize the Great: 
Their Fame mutt die without the Poet’s Aid: 
And Poets cannot live without their Bread: 

. Your noble Birth and Virtues both can gives 


Fo make the Poet, and the Poem live. c. 
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Happy that Pen! whofe daring Wit can trace, : 
‘The manly Vigour of your lovely Face, ¢ 
Adorn‘d with ev'ry Charm, and ev'sy Grace 5 
That can diftinguifh both the Great and Good, 
| From the coarfe Figure of the vulgar Crowd: _ 
~ So look'd the feign’d Iulus, fo he charm’d, | 
When ev'ry Feature was by Cupid form’d, ¢ 
And all the God E/zza's Bofom warm’d.. 
: But 0! | 

What Pen can write the Beanties of your Mind, | 
Which Heav’n, with all its niceft Care, refin'ds; 
‘Tis from thofe Wonders in your dawning Bloom; 
We all expect the Glorious Man to come: 
The fprightly Youth, and early Wit, will end, 
In the wife Patriot, his Country’s Friend: 
Jn the fucceeding Wei/iam's Reign you'll fland, 
The Jerfzy and Meeangs of our Land, b, 
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TO A 


Witty and Genteel Lady, 


By the fame Hand. 


! ET gawdy Péasllss charm the cringing Fools, 
L With due Proportion turn’d by ftricteft Rules 
With a Complexion, like the Lillies Fair, 

. Whole Red may with the blufhing Rofe compare: 

_ Thofe dying Charms were with the Body born, 

_ And when That moulders, They will prove our Scorn; 
Old Age or Sicknefs will her Bloom deface, | 
Soil her Complexion, and difarm each Grace. 

If there be One, ye Gods! whom you ordain, 
I muft obey, and She Superior reign ; 
Let her, like brave Camilla, be defign’d, 
_ The nobleft Pattern of a Godlike Minds 


La 


WE 
‘532 «The SIXTH PART of 

Let her bright Soul fubdue me from within, 
Shine in her Senfe, and fparkle in her Mien; 
Thofe heav'nly Charms they never -can decay, 


Age may improve ‘em, and confirm their Sway. 


PRESENTING 
A Father’ s Advice to bis Daughter; 
By the Jam Hand. 


O, happy Book! and let Mirtilla fee 
G Her own bright Character defcrib’d in thee: 
No Feature’s wanting; for in her you'll meet 
The Daughter S Beauty, with the Father’ s Wit: 
Thy Precepts drawn thro’ ev'ry Part of Life, 7 
The modett Virgin, and the prudent Wife: | 
O! may her Virtues equal Fo ortune find! 
And Goodnefs be with happy Greatnels j join CP 
‘May the want nothing that the Gods can gives 
at HRT ae harming, ane, mpeh apples live. 
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‘Written in the 


Blank Leaf of a Lady's Prior. 


- By the fame Hand. 


: ? Ou’d but my Words my real Paflion thiaiis 
C And, in foft Verfe, like Prior's Numbers, flow ; 
Cou'd I, fo fortunately point my Senfe, 
To wound like Dor/et, yet not give Offence 5 
Then, in this Page, fhou’d Galatea read, 
My faithful Love, and how I daily bleed: 
Each fawcy Rival thou'd with Bluthes fee, 
His fond Impertinence expos'd by me: 
But Rough and Heavy muft my Verfe appear, 
When Prior’s noble Genius fhines fo near; 
So droop the Nymphs, when Ga/atea's Eyes, 
In the fair Ring, with brighter Glory rife. 
ON 
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On Her Majetty's G R A uN T of | | 
WOODSTOCK PARK; Be 


To His Grace the 


Duke of — tbor righ 170 7 


Ina LETTER to Ssenior Antonto Verrio | 
at Hampton-Court. : | 


pom in Arms, when Mighty Heroes rife; a 
Th’ Immortal Mu/é in lafting Numbers tries; 
To future Ages to tranfmit their Fame; a 
And give ’em after Death a living Name. | 
The Fields of Blifs belows the Shady Grove 
Were the Reward of all their Toils aboves | 
The Mantuan Swain bas fill'd the Solema Places = 
With the wreath’d Worthies of his Rowan Race. | 

es While greater Marlborough difdains to wait, — 


| Matute for Fame, the flow approach of Fate: 
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But Reaps that Glorious Harveft whilft he Lives, 
Which Time, to all his Ancient Hero's, gives. _ 
it Elyfiant Shades thall now no more be fought, 
The Gay Creation of the Poets Thought ; 
The Royal Gift difplaies a nobler View, 
"No feign’d Ely/tum can exceed the True. 
— Woodftock her lov’d Plantagenet no more | ; 
» Laments, when Marlb'rough fhall her State reftore s. 
_ She for whom Chaucer's Tuneful Lyre was ftrung, 
And Wilmot's Mufe in fofter Tranfport fung, 
_ From lonely Bowers her lofty Head thall rear, | . 
And Chearful, like her Conqu’ring Lord, appear. 7 
Thro’ her cool Glades on ev'ry verdant Plain, 
Eternal Plenty, Peace, and Pleafure Reign : 
High on her Walls, Imperial Eagles tell, 
_ By bolder Hands how fierce Bevarians fell 5 
Here we behold, by Verrio’s Pencil wrought, 
Thenum’rousSpoils fromSwabiasConquefts brought; 


How 
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How o'er th’ oppofing Schellenbergghe run, 
Which none before but Great Guffavus won... tas 
Here, Camps Aftaulted, and a City Storm'd 5 ; 

There, on expanded Plains the Battel form’ ds | 
‘Thro’ Seas of Blood the fiery Courfers F lys | 
And rapid Streams, and thund’r ring Brafs defy 5 
While Ecchoing Clifts and Sylvan Heights around, | 


With Groans and Shouts alternatel y refound. : 
. 


Surrend’ring Squadrons with their Lillies Torn; 
And Haughty Chief before his Prowefs born; ;. 
In Exile One, and One beneath his Chain, 
Strive for a Crown, and Liberty in vain. 

Gild his Viéorious Carr, bold Artift, draw | 

— Albion Rejoycing, and the World i in Awe;, | | | 
Paint in full Splendor; all his Ads. that claim ; ; ! 
Triumphant Laurels and Immortal E ame. a 
Make him Gaxd's glitt ring Flowers in Homage yield, 
To fix’ ‘etn fafter in Britannia’s Shield: 3 | 
| Let 
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Let Auftria’s facred Branch in State defcend, 
To view the Vi@or and gpplaud the Friend; 
Let your Great Genius on the Canvafs fhow, 
How the {wift Rhine, and how the Danube flow, 
How Eafkeard This, in Streaming Purple ftrays, 
How That, his Captives to our Coaft conveys; 


- How Zhus the Trophies he at once has won, 


Hofte to the Rifing and the Setting Sun. 


Oo a." 


\ 
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A 
BALL A D: 
ON, THE | 


VICTORY 


AUDEN ARDE 


I. 
Y, Commons and Peers, 
| Pray lend me your Earsy 


I'll Sing you a Song if I can; 


_.. How Louis le Grand 


Was put to a Stand, 


By the Arms of our Gracious Queen Anne, 


| 
How his Army fo great ~~ 
Fad a total Defeat; 


aa 


: 
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ri" TD'EM 


‘CANTICUM 


LATINE REDDITUM. 


L- 
OC Plebs dy Magnates, 
Vos aures prebeatis, 

Cantabo Carmen haud inane s 

Veteris ut amict 

Milites Ludovic, 
Turbavit exercitus Anna. 

II, 
Dicam ejus ut fortes. oe 


Vafteque Cobortes, 
rc ee Oo 2 Prope 
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Not far from the River of Dender , | 
Where his Grand-Children twain, 
For fear of being Slain, | 
Gallop’d off with the Popifh Pretender. : 
To a Steeple on High | | | | 
The Battel to Spys a or : | 
Up Mounted thefe clever Young Men; 
And when from the Spire 
They faw fo much Fire. 
They cleverly came down again. 
AV. 
Then a Horfe-Back they got — 
All upon the fame Spot, 
By Advice of their Coufin Vendome x 
O Lord! cry’d out He © 
Unto Young Burgundy, — | 
Wou'd your Brother and you were-at Home, 
v. | 
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Prope Teneram vite fuerunt , 
Ubi gallico more, 
Cum Competitore, 

Nepotes fe fuge dederunt. ch 

Ub 

Pyrramidem tamen 
Ut cernant certamen, 

Cito fcandunt tres adolefcentes ; 
Mt citins defcendunt 
Oculos fit offendunt 

Tot flamme per ethra fulgentes. 

IV. 

Tum Curfores repente 
Vindicino fuadente, 

Confcendunt, miferum, ait, ob, me 
Burgund: quid ftatur ? 
Utinam tu & frater 

Effetis una cum avo domi. 


Oo 3 
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~Yz 
Juft fo did he fay; 

When without more delay | | 
Away the Young Gentry F led 3 ae 4 
Whofe Heels for that Work 

Were much lighter than Cork, 


5 ¢ ‘ 
MESS <2 is 


But their Hearts were more heavy than Lead. 


VL 
Not fo did behave 
The Young Hannover Brave © | 

In this Bloody Field I affure you; >” 
When his War-Horfe was thor 
Yet He matter’d it not, - | 

But Charg’d ftill on Foot like a Fury. a 

en) 

While Death flew about ° — 
Aloud He call’d out ea Oa 


7 e . 
& ¥. er ¢ 
he oe . me. 
a 
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V. 
Hec illo dicente, 
Generofe juventé 
Ala additae funt a timore; 
Nam avolat pedibus 
Sicut Cortex levibus, 
Licet Corde plumbo graviare. 
VI. 


Sed non inftar horum 


Medio tot periclorum — 
Hannoverus andax fefe geffit s 
Transfixo bellatore 


Omni expers timore, 
Pulfos pedes acriter prefit, 
PIL: 
Dum Mors circumvolavtt 


Alta voce clamavit 


Oo 4 
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Hoh! You Chevalier of St. George 
_If you'll neither ftand, 
By Sea nor by Land, 
Pretender, that Title you Forge. 
| VII. 
Thus Boldly he ftood 
As became that High Blood, — 
Which runs in his Veins fo Blues 
This Gallant Young Man 
Being Kin to Queen Annes 
Fought, as were fhe a Man, fhe wou'd de. 
IX, 
What a Racket was here, 
(I think "twas laft Year) ~~ 
For a little ill Fortune in- Spain ; 
When by letting ‘em Wit para eo 


We have drawn the Puts in - 


To Lofe all a are Worth this Campaign, 


’ 
4 os 


at ene ee ee - - - 
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Heus! tu miles S*- Georgs 
Si non andes ftare 
Nec terra ne¢ Marty 
Jus fillum ne amplius urge. 
VALI. 
Inflabat cum terrore 
Sanguinis pro fplendore 
Qui in Caruleis venis turgefcit s 
Nam Anne agnatus | 
Ita eft preliatus 
Ut hee foret modo vir effet. 
IX. 
Quas hic turbas excivit 
(Quis credere quivit ) 
Nuperum in Hifpania malum 3 
Ex hoc lucro fuffultos 
Induxinas ftultos 


Poff omnia perdere nanlum. 


x. Ex 
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| X. 
Tho’ Bruges and Ghent ee. edt 
To Mounfier we Lent, Aas. . | 
— With Int’reft he foon fhall Re-pay ’ em 3. | 
While Pars may Sing 
With her Sorrowful King ae 
De Profundis, inftead of Fe Deny, ys 


From their Dream of Succefs, = = si 


aoe tad Gee yn 
E09 a a 


They'll awaken, we Guefss =. Ss 
At the Sound of Great Marlborough's Drums; 
They may think ifthey will 
Of Almanza fill, 
‘But ‘tis Blenheim where-ever he comes. - 
XU. 
O Louis Perplex’d, 


What General's next > 


Thou | 
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Xx. 
Quas jam Commodavimus 
Cum fenore rogabimus, 

Iterum Brugas @ Clarineam ; 
Canet cy Rex, mearente 
Paritia cum gente | 

De Profundis ## loco Te Deum. 

XT. 
Ex hoc fomno Vittorie 
Eos tandem Marlboria, 

E xcitaverit fonit us tube s | 
De Almanza licebit 
Cogitent, fi lubebst 

Venit is cum Blenhemii pute. 

Xil. 
Quem ducem Ludovice, 


Mittes proxima vice ? 


Quos 
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Thou haft hitherto chang’d ’em in Vain: 
He has Beat ‘em all round, 
If no New ones are found, 
He thall Beat the Old over again. 
XII. 
— We'll let Zallard out 
If he'll take t’other Bout; | 
And much he’s Improv‘d, let me tell yey 
With Nottingham Ale, 
At ev’ry Meal, 
And good Pudding and Beef in his Bally. 
XIV. 
As Lofers at Play 
Their Dice throw aways 
While the Winner he ftill Wins on: 
Let who will Command _ 
Thou hadft better Disband, _ 
For, Old Bully, thy Dottors are gon. 


EPI 
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Quos hatienus frafra mififiis . 
Omnes femel [uperavit 
Iterumque profligabit 
Si novos nnfquame reperfti. 
X11. 
Sz iterum preliabstur 
Tallardus c#to dabitur 
Auxit c vires Nottinghamenfis 
Lythus, Bubulaque, 
Salubris maffulaque 
Appofite fingulss menfis. 
AIP, 
Jed ut viltes ladendo 
Cubes abyicendo 
Parum videas promopvere ; 
Quemcangue pr efeceris 
Confultius deftitercs 
Pfleudecabs, Vafer, persere. 
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EPILOGUE, 


Spoken, by. 


Mrs. Barry, at her :Playeng in Love: for! Love 
avith Mrs. Bracegirdle, for the Benefit of 
Mr. Betterton. | 


| By Mr ROW Ev ove: | 


Shield 
A’ {ome brave Knight,;who once with Spear and 
Had fought Renown.in many.a well fought | 
But now ho moré with Sacred F mia | 
Was to a Peaceful Hermitage retirds 9 ce 
There, if by Chance difaft’rous:Tales:he hears, 
Of Matrons Wrongs and Captive Virgins: Tears, 
He feels foft Pity urge his gen’rous Breafly - .--. - 
And vows once more'to fuccour the Diftrefe'd. 
Buckled in Mail he fallies on the Plain, - 
And turns him to the Feaes of Axms again. © 
| _ So 


7 
4 


= 


' 
ey 


MISCELLANY POEMS. $7 
So we, to former ‘Leagues of Friendfhip true, > 
Have bid once more our peaceful Homes adieus ¢ 
To aid Old Thomas, and to pleafure you. 
Like Krrant:Damfels-boldly we engage, . . .. 


' Arm’d, as you fee, for the defencelefs Stage. 


Time was, when this good Man no Help did lack, 


: And fcorn’d that any She fhould hold his Back. 


But now, fo Age and Frailty have ordain’d, 


__ By twoat once he's farc’d to be fuftain'd. 


And yet let none Infult, for ought we know 


- You fees what Failing Nature brings Man to, ¢ 


She may not wear fo well with fome you : 
Tho’ Old, you find his Strength is not clean paft, 
But true as Steel, he’s.Mettle to the laft. 

If better he perform’d in Days of Yore, 

Yet now he ‘gives -you all that’s in his Pow’r ; ¢ 
What can the youngeft of you alldo more? . # 


What 
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What he has been, tho’ prefent Praife be Dumb, « | 
Shall haply be a Theme in Times to come, ¢ | 
As now we talk of Rofcrus, and of Rome. | 
Had you with-held your Favours on this Night, 
Old Shakefpear’s Ghoft had ris’n to do him Right: | 
With Indignation had you {een him Frown | 
Upon a worthlefs, witlefs, taftelefs Town; 
Griev’d and Repining you had heard him fays. 
Why are my famous Labours caft away ? : 
Why did I aaa Write what only he could Play ?+ 
[ meet, 

But fince, like Friends to Wit, thus,throng’d you | 
Goi on and make the gen’rous Work Compleat; | 

Be true to Merit, and ftill own his Caufe, 

Find fomething for him more than bare Applaufe. 
4n juft Remembrance of your Pleafures paft, 

Be Kind, and give him a Difcharge-at laft. 
In Peace and Eafe Life’s Remnant let him wear, 


And hang his confecrated Buskin here. TO 
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Defign’d to be Written on 


Blenheim - Cattle Gate... 


[ brought : 
FF ROM Danube’s Banks thy two C Chief Stones were 


At Brabant's Lines thy rifing Bzfe was wrought: 
Thy lofty Storzes fair Ramilia rear'd: ae 
The tow’ring Height was gain’d at Oudenard : 
Thy Roof Majeftick was, with Mafter-Skill, 


 Compleatly Cover'd at the Siege of Liffe. 
_ The ufelefs Refufe took a cleanfing Scour, 
~ Along the rapid Sche/d’s intrenched Shore. 


Ve 


Such Furniture,as Princely Rich and Rare is, 
Thy Lord thall challenge at the Gates of Paris. 
But let their molten Mome of Triumph ftand, 
And Bluth, tho’ Brafs, at Mer/éro’s mighty Hand: 
While impious rt fuftains the Tyrant’s Name. 
HE’s not the Statue, but the Soul of Fame. 

Pp | TO 
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FO 
Mr, Ww ——.on Reading his : 


PorEMs. 


By Mr. Fofeph Gai. 


bs 


[Flame 


ATL, Eeav'n-bosn Mufe, that with celeftial | 
And high. Seraphic Numbers, durft attempt 
To gain thy. native Skies.-——No common, Theme 
Merits thy Thought, Self-confcigus.of a Soul 
Superior; though-on-Earth detain'd,a, while, 
Like fame propitious Angel, that’s defign’d, 
A Refident ia. this" inferior Qxb, | 
To- guide the wandxing Souls to heay’aly BliGs. 
Thou feem'ft;, while, Thou theix everlafting, ene. 
Flatt ones to.monal ars, and. downto Barth, 
a 5 ts | Tranf | 


ay “2 
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Transfer'dtheWork of Heav’n.WithThought fublime, 
And high fonorous Words, Thou fweetly fing’ft 
Tothy immortal Lyre: Amazd we view 
The tow’ring Height ftupendous, while Thou foar’ft 
Above the rcach of vulgar Eyes or Thought, 
Hymning th’ Eterrial Father: As of old; 


_ When firft th’ Almighty from the dark Abyfs - 
_ Of everlafting Night and Silence call’d 

- The fhining. Worlds with one creating Word; 

- And rais'd from nothing all the heav'nly Hofts, 
_ And. with’ eternal’ Glories fill’d the Void; 


Harmonious Seraphs tun’d their Golden Harps, 
And with their chearful Hallelujahs blefs’d 
The boutitedus- Author of their Happinefs: 
From Orb'to'Orb th’ alternate Mufick rang, 
And from the chry ftal Arches of the Sky 


: Reach'd our then glorious World, the native Seat 
Of the firft happy Pair, whojoin’d their Songs 


Pp 2 To 


576 «The SIXTH PART of 

To the loud Echoes of th’ Angelic Choirs, 

And fill'd with blifsful Hymns terreftrial Heav'n, 

The Paradife of God. where all Delights 

Abounded, and the pure ambrofial Air, | 

Fann‘d by mild Zepéyrs breath’d ethereal Sweets 

Forbidding Death and Sorrow; and beftow’d 

| Freth heav’nly Bloom, and gay immortal Youth. 
Not fo; alas! the vile Apoftate Race, 

Who in mad Joys their brutal Hours employ’d, 

Affaulting with their impious Blafphemies 

The Pow’r fupreme that gave em Life and Breath: 

_ Incarnate Fiends! Outragious they defy’d 

Th’ Eternal’s Thundet,‘ and Almighty Wrath 

Fearlefs provok’d; which all the other Devils 


Wou’d dread to meet, remembring well the Days 


When, driv'n from, pure immortal Seats above, 

A fiery Tempeft: hurl’d: ’em.down the Skies, 

And hung upon their;Rear, urging their Fall 
. | | , # To 
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To the dark, deep, unfathomable Gulph; 
Where, bound on fulph’rous Lakes to glowing Rocks 
With Adamantine Chains, they wail their Woes, 
And know Jehovah Great as well as Good; 
And, fix'd for ever by eternal Fate, _ 
With Horror find his Arm Omnipotent. 

Prodigious Madnefs! That the facred Mufe, . 
Firft taught in Heav’n to mount immortal Heights, 
And trace the boundlefs Glories of the Sky, 

Should now to ev'ry Idol bafely bow, 
And curfe the Deity fhe once ador’d, 
Erecting Trophies to each fordid Vice, 
And celebrating the infernal Praife 
Of haughty Lucifer, the defp'rate Foe 
Of God and Man; and winning ev'ry Hour 
New Votaries to Hell; while all the Fiends 
Hear thefe accurfed Lays, and thus out-done 
Raging they try to match the human Race, 
| Pp 3 Re. 
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Redoubling all their-hellith Blafphamies, 

And with loud Curfes rend the gloomy Vault. 
Ungrateful Mortals! Ah! too fate you'll find 

What ’tis to banter Heav’n and laugh at Hell, 

To drefs up Vice in falfe delufive Charms, 

‘And with gay Colours paint her hideous Face, 

Leading befotted Souls thro’ flowry Paths, 

In gawdy Dreams, and vain fantaftic Joys, 


To difmal Scenes of everlafting Woe; 


When the great Judge fhall rear his awful Throne, 
And raging Flames furround the trembling Globe; 
While the loud Thunders roar from Pole to Pole, 


And the laft Trump awakes the fleepy Dead; 
‘And guilty Souls, to ghaftly Bodies driv'n, 
Within thofe dire eternal Prifons hut, 
Expect their fad inexorable Doom. 


Say now, ye Men of Wit! what Turn of Thought 


Will pleafe you then? alas! how dull and poor 


(Evin 
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(Ev'n to yourfelves) will your lewd Flights appear? 
How will you envy then the happy Fate 
OF Ideots! And perhaps in vain you'll with 
You'd been as very Fools as once ye thought 
Others, for the fublimeft Wifdém f{corn’d; 

When pointed Lightnings froni the wrathful Judge 
Shall finge your impious Laurels; andthe Men : 
Who thought they flew fo high fhall fall fo low. 
No more, iny Mufe; of thefe tremendous Thoughts, 
Refume thy more delightful Theme, and fing 
Th’ immortal Man that with imniortal Verfe 
Rivals the Hymns of Angels, and like them 
Defpifes mortal.Criticks idle Rules: 


" ‘While the celeftial Flame that warms thy Soul 


Infpires us, and with holy Tranfports moves 
Our lab’ring Minds, and nobler Scenes prefents 
Than all the Pagan Poets ever fung, 


Homer or Virgil 3 and far fweeter Notes 
Pp4 Than 
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Than Horace ever taught his founding Lyre, 5 
And purer far; tho’ Martial's Self might feem 
A modeft Poet in our Chriftian Days. 
May thefe neglected, and forgotten lye: 
No more let Men. be fond of fab’lous Gods, 
Nor Heathen Wit: debauch one Chrijtian Line; ! 
While with the coarfe and daubing Paint we hide 
The fhining Beauties of eternal Truth, | 
Who in her native Drefs appears moft bright, 
And charms the Eyes of Angels —Oh! like Thee, 
Let ev'ry nobler Genius tune his Voice 
To Subjects worthy of their tow’ring Thoughts. 
Let Heav'n and ANNA then your tuneful Art 
Improve; and confecrate your deathlefs Lays - 
To Him who reigns above, and Her whorules below, 


ON | 


wa 
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ON THE 
Duke of Mar borough's 
VICTORY at AUDENARD, 


Juft after the Lofs of 


GHENT and BRUGES. 


By L. Eufden, of Trinity-College, Cambridge. 


A in a ftarry Night, the lonely Swain 
: Watching his Flock on the Ste#/san Plain 
Upwards oft cafts his Eyes; the heav'nly Fires 
Around he fees, and all he fees, admires: 

So I amaz'd, Great Man! thy Acts furvey, 

And ftill from Glories to new Glories ftray: 

Loft in the {weet Variety of Light, 

I find none brighter in a Train fo bright; 

| And 
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And doubt; which firft the grateful Mufe thould tell, | 
For fhe on each could pleas‘d for ever dwell. | 
But hear! loud Pewns from the Be/eivh Strand 
Refound thy Triumphs, and our Thanks demand! | 
Thou att afrefh the Burthen of cach Song, 
The darling Subject of the tuneful Throng. 

In vain, alas! they flridg the {prigtitly Lyre 5 

In vain great Actions can great Thoughts infpite: 
Apolto’s Sonsy when all their Witi 1S fhown, 

Reach not thy Merit, but exalt their own. 


New Honours they receive, but‘none beftdw- 3, 

Not raife tHe Ocean’s’ ‘Heightswhile they Immentsl 
Say, wond’rous Man! by what myftcriotisCharms 

Thou bind’ft th’ uhcenftant: Goddefs ta thy Arms! 

Why thus her Love the partially difplays? °° 

Obey’d by others;: Fértune thee obeys.” °° 

Fly fwift, yet Conqueft fwifter flies before s) 

0 flafh the Light’nings, e'er'the Thunders roar. 


( 


Thus num’rous Streams into the-Ocean flow, i | 


| 
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:. Uncommon Paths thy wary March preclaim, 


a, 


But ev'ry Path with thee can lead to Fame. 

No Tow’r fo ftrong, as can create Defpair 5 

Nor Cliffs fo barren, but can Laurels bear. 

Dear-gain’d Experience oft has taught the Foe 

The fatal Progrefs of thy Arms to know: 

Too well the ufual Marks are underftood ; 

A Purple Dye fill taints the Chryftal F seca a 
k 


And ev'ry Field thou fatten’{t round with Gallcl 


Here I could boundlefs rove; thy Virtues praife, 
Sweetly bewilder’d in the various Maze: 
J, Fanus-like, could now with Pleafure trace 
Of Ages paft a worthy, deathlefs Race : 
View Greece with all its Heroes in the Bloom, 
And the long Glories of Imperial Rome. 
But thou already haft poffefs'd the whole; 
There is no Rival in the fhining Roll : 
Unilefs their diff’rent Graces were combin’d ; 


Young Ammon's Soul with Cefar's Prudence join’ds 
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But tho’ from all we cull’d the Parallel, 

Yet thou in fomething ftill:wou'dit all excel. 
‘Thus when Apelles with nice.Labour ftrove 

Juftly to draw the beautcous Queen of Love; 

The flow’ry Pride of allthe Land he chofe, 

And from a Thonfand wou’d his One compofe, 
Same {weet Embelifhment in each was feen, 

In this the Smile, in-that the pleafing Mien. 

What Art could do, the Pencil had exprefts 


s ee ee ans epee ee 


Nat yet entire the Goddefs fhone confeft, 
But barely known, and little more than guett. 

Oh! ‘had thefe Times giv’n to the Heroe Births, 
Who once was eall’d Lord of the conquerd Earth: 
Thy Arms his wild Ambition had defy’d, 

And wifely check’d the mighty: Victor's: Pride. 
Like Lewis, he had found a-lowlier States. 
‘A greater feen, not thought-himfelf fa great; .... 


And 
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And for more Worlds had no Complaints begun, 
But wept for Grief, he could not conquer One. 

Strange! to what height Ingratitude can rife? 
See! the foul Monfter of Gigantick Size! 
What virtuous A&s can we fecure engage 
From black Oblivion by malicious Rage ? 
If to this Fiend all B/enbesm’s Honours yield, 
And the won Trophies of Raszllza’'s Field: 
' Hev'ry Chance with Murm’rings be fuftain’d; 
Two Towns furpriz'd move more, than tea 
Laurels in vain fafe from fome Dangers are; 
Envy can blaft, what Jove's own Fires will {pare. 
This fatal Truth the brave Athenian prov’d, 
Whom the wife Secrates fo dearly lov’d: 
From that rich Source with Arts divinely ftor’d, 
Early the Youth aloft to Empire foar’d. 
~ Too nobly Great, and ruin’d by Succefs; - 
His Merit {till was more, his Glory lefs. 


td 


From 
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Fronz Cyase loft Sufpicions did begin, — 

Not that he could not, but he would not win. 
Bat may green Wreaths for ever thee ‘adorn; 

Thou under more propitious Stars waft born: 

Oft may we fee revolve fuch happy Dayss. 

Oft be it thine to Conquer, ours. to Praife.. 

Soon then the hideous Din of War fhall. ceafe,. 

And the long-weary’d: 4¥ésor reft in Peace. 

Learning and Arts fhall crown'd with Plenty fmile,, 

And Bays with Olivestwin'd,grace the fair, blifsfullfle. 

Mean time, our Thanks, a werthlefs Gift, receive; 

Tis nothing, but ‘tis all, that we can give 

Let no fantaftick Wits thy Conduct. blame. — 

Nor Envy blemufhi e'er thy: fpotlefs Fame, 

Thee: una chofay in thee:let.all rejoyce, . Choice. | 

Since by new. Wonders: Heav'n confirms the glorious: 


. 1 a : ee of rn a , 2 8 we sone it . ay 
.~ & 8 Pas fod po ee i i : * 
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To the Revenend: 


. Dr BENTLEY 


: ~ On the Opening of 
Trinity-College Chappel, Cambridge. 


_ By the fame Hand. 


Ong have we, fafe, Fime’s enviousF ury fcorn’d, 
: By Kings firft Founded, then byKings Adorn’d ; 
“If fainting efor we fear'd'a fatal clofe, 
Some new Mecenas.-with: new. Life arofe. | 
_ Fretted by Age-we {till the Stronger grow; — 
And to our Ruins all our Beauties owe. 
— Se Caffia roughly chaf’d: the fweeter fmelis, 
~ And Silver moreconfum’d in Brightnefs more excels: 
Rais’d on high Columns the proud Fabrickftands, 
I Where Barrow Praife fromey’ry Tonguecommands: 
Where 
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Where the vaft Treafures of the Learn’d are fhown; 


No Works more Rich, more Noble, than his own. 
The Mufes foon the flately Seat admir'd, 4 
And in full Tranfports their glad Sons infpir’d : | 

| 


Their Sons infpir’d fung loud, and all around 
Echo redoubl’d back the chearful Sound 5 
Sweet was the Song, when Lays (if ftich they Bive) | 
Worthy of Cedar, fhall in Cedar live. , 
‘This fumptuous Pile thew'd the brave Founder's | 
But equal Labours ftill remain behind. Saunt 
God’s facred Houfe too long neglected lies, 
And from fome other j0afe wants Supplies ; 
But none was found, *till you refolv'd to fhow 


How far exalted Piety could go: 


Yet to make all in full Perfection fhine,. 


From little Funds, fo largely to defign, | 
Great is the Glory, and the Glory’s thine. 
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Of old a Joy inev’ry Face was feen, 
; Flufh’d by the Promife of a bounteous Quecn: 
She vow’d a Temple; but too foon her Breath 
- Vanith’d, and feal’d her pious Vows in Death. 
© Thus David drew the Scheme, but not begun; 
The Dome was buil:'ed by his wifer Son. 
. Not fo we far’d. Tho’ by Ediza lov'd, 
Her Sifter’s Thoughts were loft, but not difprov’d: 
-?Tillnow we Mourn’d our Fate, but Mourn no more; 
- Chas’d are the Mifts, which dull’d the Light bcfore: 
New Golden Cenfers on new Alltars blaze, 
New Mufick founds the great Creator’s Praife. 
Angels again from Heav'n might lift’ning ftray, 
Did but another {weet Cecilia play. 
Here, long conceal’d we view the living Paint; 
Admire the Picture, not adore the Saint. 
There,Cherubs with ftretch’d Wings deceive theSight3 
And bending forwards feem prepar’d fogs flight; 

Qq While 
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While Flow’rs in pleafing Folds adorn each fides 

Some droop their fickly Heads, fome wanton in their 

Much ee we fee, and filent with binge 

Recal Times paft, and {carce believe our Eyes 

- How gloomy once thefe hallow’d Manfions were, 

But now, how wendrouslovely, how divinely fair! 

So quickly, where the fragrant Duft was {pread, 

Rifeth the Phenix from his fpicy Bed: 

Or fuch the Change the witty Poets feign’d, 

When hoary « Z/on his young Bloom regain’d. 

He but regain’d what was before his own, 

While here are Beauties feen, ‘till now unknown. 3 
If it fo Charms, how can we ever fhow | 

Lowe? 

Thy matchlefs Worth, to whom thofe Charms we 

Our vain Effays our Weaknefs may proclaim, ! 

But not enlarge the Circle of thy®F ame. 


Praifes from fome declufive may appear, 4 


When Foes extol, we need no Flatt’ries fear. | 
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The ftubborn Atheift a fierce Shock has felt ; 
 Steel’d tho’ he was, he now begins to Melt: 
| Since thus he feces all Prejudice remov'd, 


Thy Aés confefs the God thy Learning prov’d. 


> Part of the laff Chorus of the Fourth A& of 

Medea. Imitated from the Greek of Eu- 

ripides. : 
_ By the fame Hand. 


E ROM Things confider'd, with a ftricdter Views 
And deepeft Thought, this fatal Truth Idrew: 
Sure of Mankind th’ unmarry’d Part is bleft, 

By Joys too much diftinguifh’d from the reft. . 

_ Suppofe there are (’tis but fuppofe, I fear) 
Pleafuresy which could the Nuptial State endear; 
Think, thou may¥t with, and ev'ry With enjoy, 
A beauteous Daughter, and a blooming Boy: 

Still where’s the mighty Comfort of a Wifes 

. Or what is wanting in a fingle Life? 

Qqz Pity 
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Pity not ours, nor thus thy Fateadmire;  ——— 

The Blifs we know not, we can ne’er defire. 
Yet this Advantage on our fide we boaft; | 
’ The Good is little, vaft the Ill we loft. . 
All huth’d, andcalm! 
Free from the Father's many a griping a Care. 
Firft, how the Child may gen’roufly be bred, 
Adorn’d with Arts, and thro’ each Virtue led. 


noGriefs our Eafe impair, 


Next, how to crown him with a fair Eftate, | 


And fo, to make him happy, make him great: 
Parents from Labours to new Labours runs 

To hoard up Treafures for the darling Son: 

| Yet know not what this darling Son will proves | 
A roving Spend-thrift may reward their Loye. 
Not fmall the Evils which we here behold, 

But far the greateft ftill remain untold. 


ry 
es 


Juft when with utmoft Pain the drudging Sire 
His rais’d a Fortune, anfw'ring his Defires . 
Already 


4 
1 
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Already the firft Scene of Life is done, 
Whom once he call’d his Child, he calls his sng 
The Boy forgotten, and the Man begun. 
Large Promifes and Hopes the Youth incite, 
His Father's Glory) and his Friends Delight: 
But fullen Clouds involve the brighteft Day, 
While all look on, to fome Difeafe a Prey, ¢ 
The lov'’d,the wonJrousYouth untimely pines away. 
Too well, alas! too well, ye Gods, we knew 
Our Troubles many, and our Pleafures few: 
Why needed this frefh Plague be added more 
To the rich, boundlefs, miferable Store ? 
The Old, as cloy’d with Life, to Death belong, 
But muft it rudely feize the Brave, the Young? 
In vain we ftrive; the cruel Doom is read, 


The Bloffom’s wither’d, and our Hopes are fled. 


Qq3 HERO 
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HERO amd LEANDER: 


P O E M, 


| ‘Tranflated from the Greek. 


By the fame Hand. 


ae | | [ Flame, 
‘Ing, Mufe, the confcious Torch, whofe nightly, 
S (The fhining Signal of a brighter Dame, ) 
Thro’ tracklefs Waves the bold Leander led, 

To tafte the dang’rous Joys of Hero's Bed : 

Sing the ftol’n Blifs in gloomy Shades conceal’d, 
And _ never to the blufhing Morn reveal’d. . 
I fee the lovely Youth triumphant ride | 

O’er the proud Billows of th’ infulted Tide; 


And 
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And lo! a Light fhoots glimm’ring from afar, 
Of nuptial Sweets the kind-prefaging Star: 
A Light! which (would propitious Zove encline) 
In brighter Glory thould for ever thine; 
And mix’d among its kindred Fircs above, 
Be call’d the gentle Harbinger of Love. 
For fure it did on Earth this Office bear, 
And Hymen’s Pleafurcs were its nightly Cares 
"Till envious Winds with boift’rous Fury rofe: 
But Goddefs! Thou the mournful Tale difclofe; 
At once from high the facred Torch was tofts. 
Its Flame extinguith’d, and the Lover loft. 

Where Neptune ftretcheth out an Arm, to bound 
Fair Exrope’s Confines from the 4/as Ground, 
A rifing Town on either Shore commands 
The diftant Sea, and aws the Neighb’ring Lands; 
_ Here the Idalsan Boy his Sport begun, 
And with one Dart a double Conqueft won: 


Qq +4 To 
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~ To. equal Breafts an. equal Flame convey'd, 
The lovely’f Youth ador’d the lovely’ft Maid, 
He fure mutt never have convers'd with Fame, | 
Who knows not Hero and Leander’s Name: 
Alike both Glories of their native Place; - 
Abydos one, and one did Seflas prace. 

Who e’er thou art, that hither. bend’ft thy way, 
. Oh! for a while the pleafing Coaft furvey! 
This, this the Tow’r, whence the kind Light did 
The fwimming Lover to his Seffsen Bride: Lguide 
That the fam'’d Helle/pont, he nightly croft, 
Which {till in Murmurs groans Leander lott. 

But hafte we Love's foft. Triumphs to relate, 
From the firft Dawnings to its ripen’d State: 
And whence the Youth fo Paflionate became, 
And how the Nymph glow'd with as fierce a Flame, 

Hero from noble Blood her Line did trace, 
Her Looks confefs’d the Glories of her Race: | 

oa Prieftefs 
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Prieftefs of Venus too, but chofe to Reign 
In noifelefs Eafe, and fhunn’d the Nuptial Chain. 
Far from her Parents early fhe retir’d, 
And the fafe Covert of a Tow’r defir'd: 
The Tow’r was high, and near the Water ftood; 
She feein’d a new-fprung Venus from the Flood. 
— Difcreet withal, nor lov'd to Dance, and Play, 
And wafte in vain Impertinence the Day: © 
— Secure in Innocence, fhe liv’d unknown, 
_ And balk’d the witty Cenfures of the Town. 
There 3s an inborn Pride, which taints the Race; 
A fair one ne’er could brook a fairer Face. | 
To pleafure Venus was her darling Care, 
Nor did thy Altars, Cupid, want a Share: 
In vain, alas! the pious Virgin ftrove; 
. No Vows the fiery Arrows could remove; ¢ 
But fhe muft fall a Sacrifice to Love. 


For 


a 
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For now the Time was come, the folemn Day, — 
When Annual Rites religious Se/fians pay 
To Beauty’s Queen; around with Sables {pread, 
She mourns Adonis, fair Adonis dead! 
Hither in Shoals from neighb’ring Iflands throng, 
Confus'd, theGay, the Grave, the Old, the Young: — 
From Phrygia thefe, and from Hemonia fome, « 
But all from Cyprus, and Abydos come, | 
And not one ling’ring Sluggard droop’d at Home. 
No am’rous Youth would furely mifs the Day, 
Where Feafts invite, they ftill with Joy obey: - 
Scarce (asI guefs) on bare Devotion’s fcore, 
The filent Statues of the Gods t’ adore 5 
For Beafts, like theirs, with youthful Raptures warm, 
Not the dead Idols, but the living Charm. 
But oh! to fee with what a fprightl y Hatfte 


- The beauteous Prieftefs thro’ the Temple paft! _ 


Not 
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. Not rifing Phebe fhows a Face fo bright 
To glad the World, and rule the fpangl’d Night. 
_ For on each blooming Cheek, by Nature fpread, 
Was fcen the purcft White, and frefheft Red: 
. Such is the Hue, the fpringirg Lilly fhows, 
. Fleck'd with the Bluthes of the op’ning Rofe. 
~ Scarce yet the Parallel would be compleat, 
Not That fo beautiful, nor This fo {weet. 
_ Of Old the thinking Dotards did agree 
To ftint the Graces to the Number Three; 
Had Hero bleft thofe Times, they foon had found 
Too dull their Notion, and too ftrait their bound : 
When ever fhe fril’d, had view’d with dumb furprize, 
_ Ten thoufand Graces {porting in her Eyes. 
_ The bright Immortal muft with Pheafure hear 
A Prieftefs, far above all Mortals fair : 
In Beauty’s Charms (could Beauty’s Caufe be try’d ) 
If not a Rival, furely near ally’d. 
No 
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No wonder then each Youth a Flame confeft, 


And with heav’d Hands the {weet Enchantrefs bleft: 


None but infpir’d with tender Thoughts, began 
To with himfelf (in vain!) the happy Man. 
Defiring Eyes on the lov’d Obje& hung, 


) 
Where-e’er fhe glided thro’ the wond’ring Throng,> t 
And fcatter’d pleafing Ruin all along. 


| 

‘Till from the Crowd 2 
By Love one Eloquent above the reft, ! 
Jn Thefe, or Words like thefe, his Soul expreft. : 

Big with vain Hope to Sparta once I came, 
Where ev'ry Nymph can ev’ry Breaft inflame: : 
But never yet have in one Virgin feen, 
With fo much Majefty, fo fweet a Mien. 
‘Who knows, but Venus may fome Cheat defign, 
And what we fancy Human, is Divine : 
The Graces much are fam'd, and this muft be 
| Sure the moft Charming of tlie charming Thiee. 
~ | Weary'd © 
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_ Weary'd with looking, fain I would be goney 

. Yet could (methinks ) for ever ftill look on. 

. Were Death the Price, doom’d for the happy Nights 
Not Death fhould damp one Moment of Delight : 
Nor could th’ Immortal Joys of God above 

_ Engage my Withes, or diftra& my Love. 

But Thou, O Goddefs! liften to my Pray’rs 

If not Thy Hero, give me fuch a Fair. 

Thus mourn’d fome wounded Youth, whilt others 
"In wild Diforder to conceal theirLove; _L“¥°¥¢ 
But Flames too fierce to hide at once poffefs’d, 

And roul'd, and revell’d in Leanuder’s Breatt. 

He faw the Nymph, and ftruck with ftrange Delights 
Refolv’d on fomething far beyond a Sight. 

He bled, but would not keep his Wound unkaowa, 
And wifh’d to live, but could not live alone. 
Ungovern'd Thoughts to Rage improv’d Defire, 
And kindl'd in his Eyes impetuous Fire. 


Beware, 
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Beware, ye heedlefs Youths, and fly apace ; 

No Dart fo piercing, as a beauteous Face : 

Nor winged Deaths with half fuch Swiftnefs ffy, 

As the loofe Glances from a f{parkling Eye. 

The lufcious Poifon our fond Eycs convey 

Down toth’unguardedHeart,a ttembling,helplefsPrey: 
Unruly Paffions now the Youth affail, - 

And Fears and Hopes fucceflively prévail : 


aa 
ee ee 
= = 


Sooth’d with her Charms,he ftrives hisFeatsto blame; 


Then blufhing, checks the too ambitious Flame: 
But wifer Love with noble Pride difdains 

The bafhful Modefty of fimple Swains ; 

And in foft Whifpers faid, his Laws were fuch, 
None fears too little; and none hopes too much. 
Rais’d with thefe Thoughts, he did his Steps advance; 
To try the Magick of a fide-long Glance ; 

With all the artful Blandifhments, that move 

The Soul, to liften to the Lure of Love. 
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She took the Hint; (what Lovers now can find 
That nat’ral Tendency in Woman-kind? ) 
Firft feem’d to frown, but eafily grew milds 
And, confcious of her own Perfections, finil’d. 
Then turns her Head with graceful Scorn away, 
But quick returning, doth her felf betray ; 
And in Love’s greateft Eloquence replies, 
The filent Language of confenting Eyes. 

With Joy amaz’d, the Youth his Paflion knew 
At once difcover’d, and fuccefsful too ; 
Impatient grown, he chid the tedious Light, 
And wifh'd the {wift approaches of the Night : 
Nor wifh'd in vain; foon the bright He/per fhone, 
And love-obliging Shades came rufhing on. 
Darknefs can Fears expel, and Hopes renew, 
Th’ embolden’d Lover to his Quarry flew, ¢ 
Andthere ftood Face to Face, a glorious Interview. . 
Then all on Fire her Hand he gently prefs’d, 
And Sighs and dying Murmurs told the reff. 


og CP DINTR PART ofits | 
Starting the:did-d fhort Refentment feigns.).225) 2:57 | 
And with-a‘Frown drew back.her Head again}. iT | 
But he, witly Love infpir’dj new Joys dederigs, Vi 4./4 | 
Thro” the, thimg Uinbrage of a farc’d Dilguifey y.-sic4 
And feiz'd:her'Robes and fill: of pleafing Thought. ; 
The laft Recefies df the Temple fought, --....-. 1.4 
With Stepsuhequal the advane'd behind, 2, 75 
Add with’ a-willing, half unwilling Mind; , ,.. ¢ 
‘Threaten'd the Youth ; at ance’ Severe and Kind... 
Stranger; ‘what Madnefs doth: thy Breaft invade. 3 
Whither, ah! whither wonld-you force a Maid?.. 4 
Let loofe-my ‘Garments quith, and home .retines :: 
Fiee-the Difpledfure.of mywealthy Sire: .-..-) | 
If that you, flight, and mertal Pow’r difown, | ee 
Vex not the-Prieftefs, left the Goddefs frown,.. 
Go, be not with prefomptuous Thoughts mnif;! leds 


Tis bold afpiritig.to a Virgin’s Bed. 5 pst ig | 


———e aN 
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were 


True to her Sex, thus chid the Pale Fair, 
But-glad Leander could fuch Chidings bear: 
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This feeming Storm a future Calm betrays; ! 
Th’ aufpicious Omen of his Ha/cyon Days. 

For Women foon are kind, if peevith grown s 
Faintly they ftruggle, wheri their Rage is gone. 
- That known, the Youth her fragrant Bofom prefs'd; 
And warm’d with melting Lips each {welling Breaft. 
Then thus begun, —Oh! how thall I proclaim~ 
Thy ev'ry Charm? Shall I thy wond’rous Frame ¢ 
~ A fecond Venus, or Minerva name? 
- For fure thofe Looks no earthly Stamp difplay ; 
None ever boafted fo refin’d a Clay ‘ 
Blefs'd be thy Sire, and blefs’d be doubly more 
The fertile Womb, which the fair Burden bore. 
With Picy heat a Youth his Flame reveal; 
Whom you could only Wound, ‘tis you can only Heal. 
’ If Venus be your Guide, let Venus move; 
And by her great Example learn to Love. 


Rt | Ah |! 
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Ah! comes this filly Name of Maid hil x gagt 


Indulge thy Saul, and give.a loofe to Joys... 
No Virgin. can a worthy Prieftelsbe vs ' 
To hers who laughs at dull Virginity. - 
Wou' dit thou the Goddefs. faithfull y sdope? 
Regard nice Condua Iefs, and Nature more, = - 
Oh! can‘ft thou ever her tweet Laws admire, ,. 
Yet bea Stranger toa Lover s Firé> 7 
| ‘The little, ‘wanton God did me ordainy. . 
If not to conquer, ftill to hug thy Chain. . eee 
A Slave fo humble was Alcides feeny : : 
When.ted by Hermes to the Lydian Queens, _ | 7 
My Paffion: fill a nobler Spring did MOVE 5, ‘ | | 
The God of Wit yields to the God of Love. . ae ; 
Why need I Ataame’ g Fate declares a ons . r| 
Who wifely Qs the thought ) decliny d the Snare): 
While from Melanion’ § Arms all Ice the fled, | 
And thunn’d the Pleafures of a Noptial Bed : vf 


ar _ 4 ad a 
ee eo a - twee Pd wo i 


iT Till 


a7 ¢ s 2 
ae es yr A 
& 7 
ate 


2+ ee “ee 


= ew 2 ee eee 


a ee SO SE en See gee ks nh Seema eit. tet eg pete a Le, - 


MISCELLANY POEMS. 607 

Till the by Venus Rage her Follies mourn’d, 
And Love for Love; and Flame for Flame return’d. 
Let this Arcadian Nymph itiftrud thy Mind ; 
4 hou art more Beauteous, wou'dit thou be more Kind! ! 

- Accents fo foft her Paffions did controul,. 
And footh’d the angry Fair, and tun’d ker Soul. 
She fix’d her Eyes upon the filent Ground, _. 
And ali with:Crimfon Bluthes glow’d-around. :. 
Unwonted: Motions own'd fome new Defire, ._- 
And oft the gather’d up her loofe Attire. 
A yielding Maid by ev'ry Sign was meant - 
For dumb Denying ‘is a fure Confent..  -- : 
Pleafingly pain‘d, . the fieft begins to: fear | 
Something, fhe knows not what,the knows not where, 
Deep in her Breaft Léadder's‘Charms: remain 7 
Shethinks; atid fighis, thett looks, and ‘fighs again, 
Nor the fond Lover, with 4 lefs Surprize, | 
ae on fier’ {nowy Neck his famith'd Eyes. | 

os Thus 


CB - MST XE APART FW 
Thus tdng’d Virgins Modefty thd ery’d, v0T anf 
Not to difcover, what the could not hide’ ore ert 
By flow degrees from Earthy thie raisd her looks *: dt 
Biftilling ‘Hitnid Bluthes ees the fpokes it gu tt ee) Ty 
Then j in ‘harmonious-Seuwnds the: painful. Bilenices 
Strangers! thy Words might Rocks to Pity:moves, 
Where didft thou learn:the wondrous Artiof Eiove? 
Ah! by whofé Condu@ didft:thou-hither ‘comer: +” 
Who firft fedue’d thee froimithy: hative'Homd> is...’ 
‘Pleafing thy:'Tale, “but -pleafing Rilbbin vaing:.) - 7, 
No faithlefs Rover tuft hie ‘With ‘obtainietucg 211 
| Gr if I fhould fo Mad and Seafelels prove; joi - 
My pow rful'Parents wolldupbraid ing Loves: i! 
Whats tho’ fomé feeret-Pleafures-ydu defigh"a 3 ok 
To Silenceilong they could not-be confintdss 9. F" 
The Tongues of Men fodchndalous are! growm's (1:47 
You hear front Thoufands, what: yqurad: with Gnd. 
Whoeter' thou: art, thy‘Name' and. Coarierp-2eM, <5 
_ For mine’ Galas#)- by dus:aterknown too feed 


—— » 
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That Tow’r, which mates the Skies, is my Retreat. 
‘Tis there I fix my fohitary Seat: - 006 20.4 
The Mittrefs of one Damfel, 1 defpite SP ae. ie 
What all th’ unthinking many ‘chiefly: prize. : 
Greatnefs,and Pomp, and Shew, and -pudliok Noife.+ 
Thisy. this.th’ E/yae, which :] early. chofe 5. 


- Invamimy Father did my Chaice oppofe: .. -, 


From giddy Crowds, and youthful Gambols frees ;. 
Calm I enjoy a golden Libertys 0 a0 cc, 
And fafe:on Shore, with. aleatiare h hear frdm. far a 
The. grumbling Murmurs of the watry Warn;. > 
Here paus’d the {weetatongu’d: Sze; and afraid, 
Began .te wonder, where her, Thoughts bad ftray’d. 
Her Looks the Trouble of her Mind difclofe,.. ; 
While with, new. Bluthes new-born Glories, role 5 © 
Which til:the ftrove ta:hide: But he employs i 


The Ged ofiLove, wha:ftrikes the: fatal: Blew,;. 
Can: beft ((.1f any. can): the Med’cine-fhow::, 


610 We ssbolaktlgdi 
He to the: Youth theSecret.did reveal, <P od 

Pleas’d as he was to-Wound,; dnd’ then to _— ree | 
The Lover foon a'zealous'Kury fhow'd i. ..6.0 01%. | 
T obey thé -wife Infirydtions of ;the: er 

On herfoft.Bofom he reclat’d his. Head,:>. “4 | 
And fighing; sthisslie fond Leander aids. at a 

For thee; ‘ny Fainant) Darigers Ti defpifes «<1 | 

~ And dare th’ Inclemehcies af Winter Skieit i -- +) 
Swift on the Wings of Love}. Fil force my Ways rs , 
Tho’ “Winds: aad Flanies} arid Bloods: komad my I 
Thefe Arms'the foansine! Surges:-thall wittitand, :." i 
Infult their. Rage, tarld-Qas me fafe-to. Lands oc} i” 
‘Thus év%ysNight-to thp Hnbrdee Hl yyw cic: 
Shiv'ring with: Cold,’ ‘ail pale and -brdathlefe Ipe, “$1 

And when fullwarm’d, with Bis diffolve,indidie ey. | 
Juftly you ask the Country) whence'T conié'y rio" 3 
Know then, hydas is ‘sayoneighbiring Home, .!/! 
Ah! from ehy Turrat:let fone friendly Tight" 
Chaife the thick Darkhelé) -aid dire@t my Sight s 
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Thou the delicious Land of Love:thalt be...) 
And I the Ship, fteer'd by that Startothee. . 
All other Lights above I fhall difdain, | 
Whether they kindly, or unkindly seign ; - 

Nor fee Orion blazing from afar, . 

The flow Bootes, and the Northern Carr. 

But oh! beware, too charming Mas, beware ! 
(Ife’er my Safety cau deferve thy Care) | 
With Caution let the fhining Guide be plac’d, «© 
For when its Flame expires, I breathe my lait. . ; 
What more ?---~ Leander is the. Name:I bear, 

And only to be thy Leander {wear. 

Thus did the youthful Pair refolve to know. 
From mutual Love what mighty Pleafures flow: - 
Secret they fix'd the Place, the Time to meets. ° * 
( For fweetelt Joys, if ftoll’n, are doubly Sweet .). » 
When ebbing Darknefs feem’d to bid adieus 3 
And both unwilling by Conftraint withdrew.. 

Rr4 _ Sle 
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She to. hee! "olw:b fled twitter! than’ the Winds! y 10d 
The chreflid Wovinwitoly ftay'd behiad y/21902 nh 
 Atid- mark’ the Place; whote ail his Tréafdtedayy iT 
‘Then nimbly leap’ fron Shore; andcuc thectiquid! 

The force of Love by Abfence Loverstiy seo" 

On'tardy ‘Wings the drowfie Minutesiflys > oo71 
The Day Jookedull,- withiall its Beauties bright, | 4 
_ Tis Morn, “éisNoon;‘but-fill they withifor Nightl 
At laft the Shades did with-fuch-Silende icteep, 9 
That univerfal Nature feam'd to fleep. 212 ot coord 
But the unjfitying Fyrant, Love; ‘denies: 1.3 3H 
Refrefhing: Stumbers:to- Lie@uder's: Kyos::. f2w bik 
Reftiela:he:tolds raking the dreary Shores.) 27 
While with ganulruous Baye thd Surges baanz> fc, 
But watohfuli Haig viie'd the Torch an high}: «+: F 
The kind: Fore-runnet of approaching Joye. t 2.41 
He faw the: prohiiéd Stavj how ‘riptit i thonel 
And by. its PPanie ‘lejerid to: improve his oben fs A 
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But whea che Billows: louder roar'd, -be:fteod,.,; 5.12 
And, trembling, view’d the melancholy Flood; - i!) 
Then with thefe Wards his drooping Spwits cheargy. 
Refumes his Courage, and expely. his. Fears, 7 
Love, like the Seay a) boundlefs Fury claimss | 
There rowling Watera, -here are towing Flames y . 
What ‘means my. throbbing :Breafk? ‘Securely move 
Thro’ coldeft Waters, when. all-fir'd-with Lore. ., | 
Venus is. kinds, fond Heart thy {el€ compoles 1 :/: 
From the green Ocean Girft-the Geddes rofe.-- 3:4) 
Her ftill the Tumults af .our Souls-obey,:.. 4: 3: 9 
And with a Nod fhe fmooths the-riaffl'd: Sea, 17 
This faid; the ¥outh with eager Hafte undsefty:1 
And cirel'd round hig Head his flowing Veft::: .'\'/ 
Then thro’ the Floods purfb'd his:hof Defites, . -.. 
(For Floods could never quench a :Lover's Fires.) :. 
Still: as. he: fwar, : he kept the Light in, views ete | 
And was-himfelf the Ship, and Pilottog. 2; 205.8 
A | Mean 
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- Mean time, -dre Nymph no eafie Labour fieds 

To skreen the; Torch from rude tempeftuous — 5 ot | 
In ev'ry Naife Leander's Voice the heagy,. i Oe 
Ang:ali his Darigess doublesiby hex Feart.cccec ioe of. 
Till, much fatigu'ds -he danded on the Shoney: .! | 
And with a Loves’s Fury: fought the ‘Tow’s::;; 1.201) | 
The fair-One met him with extended. Agms; 2.) 70 
And to his Pleafure yielded all her Charmsiz i. 5. +. 1 
In filent Joy the, haftensto ber Room: nb S / 
And fcents. his Body ofer.with xich Perfume, 154 
_ The Youth his nat’ral Sweetnels thus zegain’d,.. > *) 
But panted: ftill for what he, hadifyftain'd. 5 
‘Then, both Jeid gently'downs the loving Bride. > 
Clung 40: the, Bridegrooms: and thus foftly:cey” Age i 

Canft they, my Dear; all diicibliaeadiainatci 
Whag faithful, dover ever lovid like thee? .ii-/, 2.4 | ) 
For me.thy. Liinabs in briny Waves to Meeps) =r | 
And bear th’ unwholfome Stenches of the Deep. | 

a Oh! 
| 
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Oh! ‘tis toa niuch——+ Come g0 thy Here's Breaft; /: 
Forget thy Latours, and fecurely'reft. °° 
The Lover Heard the foft-inviring Maid, ~~ >=! 
And {wift like Light ‘ning, what he heard, obey‘d?- 
Both blefe'd atike, exalted ‘Raptutes-feel,' °° 9 * 4 
What few can fancy, and what:nonecantell: -'" 
. This ativrous: Pair fcorh’d vulgarly to wait: < 
For a dull, formal, ceremonious State. -~ ‘ 
The Father no Epithglemium fungy 
No Mask was feens ho fprightly Lyre was ftrung. “ 
No tuneful Bard fome facred Numbersfaid,) © °°" 
Nor Nuptial Torcli adorh’d the Nuptial Bed. |) > © 
Silence and Darknefss kindred Gods, were there :°* 
One pleas’d the Youth, and one oblig’d the F art :- 
That alt around his downy Wings difplay’d, - 7 
This fheltet’d rifing Blufhes with a Shade. rs ae 
.. Thus in; luxuriant Joys they pafs'd the Night,» : 
Joys! which 4wreré never blab’d by Light. 
: : oe | He 


4 
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He with a tunelyGare did/home retires (<1) 21 
Unfated ftill,.and breathing Mill Defires: ! 7 A 
| While fhe her-Ghange did from her secclidtad a 
And was:by-Day a Maid, by Night’a Brideov; oT 
And oh! hew. eft their Withes join'd in ote," itd 
To hail the. Setting, not the Rifing. Sumilde lt boA 
See here the. Sweets of Jéve,: bit: quickly: palt:; 3 
such: Pleafuras-are too exquifitesto-la&, fo10F oi T 
The. gawdy. Serene of Sufanes-glerits gones: eek 
Winter -with four and. furrowid: Looks fils ani.cA 
The full-fledgid. W hirlwinds thair boarie Molces tri, 
And deive the) Clouds, andtbluttew thro’ the Ski. 


The moenting Waves, that peaceful crept dbefere, ‘i’ 


Boil inte Rege, and tumble tothe Shores 9d iow 
The trembhing ‘Maritier dards not-withfards. caret 
The angry Frith, and. wifdypkeeps'the Landi: o7.; 
But Winds and treubl'd Seis carr né’ersdifthay:: = 4 
 Learnber’s Soul; ‘or-interrupt ‘his-way 5° 2:') f 

The fatal Light once feen, the Lover muft obey. 
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Yet fure the Fairs now*Wintet’s Rage Was ftiong!! 
A while thould milfs tlite; to enjoy'thiee forge’! '"'Y 
. Did-Redfan guides :nowFolly! warp ther ‘Mind’ ey 
To prové.lefs Cruel; the muft prove felsKind! }: * 
But Heat of Paffion hutr}‘4 both too fat) © - 05" 
And ftubborn Fate’s Deorees refiftlefs aret: 52 7 
Unhappy.-Hero: biandifh’d from above) 
The Torch of Furiesnow,no morethe Torch of Loves 
‘Twas a'bleak Nights. the. Winds began to play; + 
And with eternal Lunge difpute their Sway: ) 0 
When the too conftant, pundual YourBagaiis,® “+ 
Fluth'a with peo Trlamphs,termptuthe faichtefs Main. 
Waves rowl-on i Waves; “aloft. the Waters rffey: oT 
Swell’d by the Téeanpeft) acid infubt-the Ghieg:i cc 
Fierce Apreas iffues with cblkedted Might, 50 oo T 
And fullen: dafer load ptovokes ta Bighry 1.37 
‘The milder ‘Zephyr; wizk inferior fotary 1.04 8 
Meets the mad :Zsews cinvhis hemiftrong Cobefes.\ 
6 eS Sat Serenata Ot 
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Ationce they:ruth, -at orice the Oceart rodtsy ="! ~" 
Avid curling Billows dath the rocky ‘Shorés:'} ~~ 
Much idid Leander tod, and math filtatn id’! 
Long (trove:to braye their Rage, but ftrave-in waid: 
—Oft Neptune's. Aid: with pions: Mows ricualal L 
And oft the: Sea-born. Goddefi he adar’ds) st 
Thee, Boreas, too he:'minded of thy Flamey! 01 
Andi what thou foffer'dit-for thAphenian! Dather ‘A 
But ‘thee £0 pity nothing can ericlines! | yt 
Deaf to his Pray’rs, as fhe was' chiieto itis Ab AN 
Fruitlefs:are all. Effays, sschigeiclsaaic vie SA 
That ules ua hére;: is rul’d“by 'Daftinys (5 58 
‘Fottiand: soeulty’ nd ftiknally! Sudcoue nedryy «3° 
His Courage faints}: atid finks‘inco Defpairs “1 2004 
His flacken’d Netves their wonted Sirengtli refit,’ 


His Feet their Motidn, Armé their Vigour Hote” - 
Nor can he: sew repair his {tif Breaths bes ell 
But drinks the: briny: Wawesy avd fick in! Dead 


See ae a: 
Si Re A ee: Of : t 
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At once the Torch dawn by the Winds was tolt, . 
And with its Flame, his Life and Love were loft. 
While the poor Nymph his Abfence did bernoan, 
. With many.a penfive Thought, and many 2 Gran: 
The ling'ring Hours at Jength the Day reftore; ~.- 
But Night could never feem tao long before... * 
The barren.Beach and Seas fhe round furvey’d, 
And hop'd.her Lover in the Dark had fray'd: . . 
But ah! too foon the {fpy’d him, where he ley 
A Lump.of beautiful, tho’ breathlefs Glay. 
All o'er confus‘d fhe flood, and would laments... 
But wanted Words to give fuch Sorrows veht. . 
She ftamp’d, fhe rowl'd her Eyes, the tore her: Haiy,. 
And rav'd with all the Symptomsof Defpairr..  :: 
, Then darting Headlong with:a furious Leaps © 
| From the high Tow’s the. plung’d. into the Dedp..: - 
| Thus for Leander :dy'd his fair Belov’'dy +: 3.2 7% 
,; And equal Fates their equal Paffiow prov'd. 
-* VERSES 
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VERS E s 


_ On the DEATH of the ee 


DUKE of GLOUCESTER: ; 

: S. when fome Merchant, on the Storary Main, * 
A In Satt’ring Dreamsenjoys his precious Gain ¢ : 
But wakes with: weeping Eyes ‘to ‘fee it af. 
To raping Waves, and féaes himfelf to. fink at las */ 
Such empty Hopes of golden Days to come. °° | 
Britannia entertain’d frots Glofer's:Bloouas ; 20.4 
With like Amazemene docé het Darling moans, * 
And at his Falt dithearten’d, dread herown.) 2 2°) 

Scarce wercher grateful Shoutsand. 7 Cer? 

Due to the Day that. her Afcanius bores. 2-2 1! 
When ftraight the: Tidings of th’ expiring: Boyy:: 
Like Lightning blafted ber imporfedt Joy.) 0. 1 
Thus I/ium rum'd.ec’er the Day return’ds ©.) - 
In’Athes her nodumnal Revels mounds: 0 


—_—m -¢ 


E 


ab 


A 
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The Deluge thus th’ aftonifh’d Nations found , 
Secure of Danger, and in Pleafures arbwn'd. : 
Ev'n in his Birth-day Ornaments he dies, 
Like fone choice Vidtim drefs'd for Sacrifice; |< { 


So Haaswen's Son asrefted by his Death, [B reith, 


Amidft the chearful Bewles refign’d his glorious 
Nor more than we the Macedonsens griev'd, .. 


; When dying he th’ adoring World deceiv’d. 


Our Hopes in G/o'ffer, had the Fates been kind, . 
Another .4/sxander once defign’d; 

And Prophefy'd from his Vidorious Sword 

To us a fure Defence, and to the World a Lord: 


. But the large Product fhew’d too quick a Prime; 


de (Shade. 
: And skreen the Flocks a with his extended 


’T is fatal to be ripe before the time. - - _ 
So thoots fome generous Plant, his youthful Heads 
With kindly Show’rs, and Heav’n’s Indulgence fed; 
He feems by Nature’s lavifh Bounty made 


With profperous growth the Clouds above r’ invade, 


But 
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But thro’ abounding early Vigour weak; a 
The Body bends, the loaded Tendrils break 5, , 
He fheds his blooming Honeurs all around,’ 

And finks with fatal Plenty to the Ground. 

In vain each artful Son of Pea tries; | 
With emulous Skill the nobleft Remedies, 
Invain morepreciousT ears bedew eachParent’sEyes; - 
Quick as the Flow’rs are mown he yields his Breath, 
But fhews likethemawhile, ev'n Beautiful in Death; 
So look’d the charming Hyacynthus flain, 

By heav'nly Pow'rs belov’d, and mourn’d in vain; 
No longer Life would hafty Fate allow, : 
Tho? then Apollo ftrove, as Ratcli ff now. - Z 

The youthful Squadron, that e’erwhile he led, _ 
In weeping Crowds furrounds the lovely Dead; 

So throng’d the Cup:ds. where Adonis lay, 
And mourn’d, and threw their ufelefs a away. 
Yet afew Years, and they in fighting Fields 


yields ; 
With him had reap'd the Bays, which real Marfan 


1 
4 


: 
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Hadfeen their beautcous Mars, with dext'rous Forces 
On adverfe Javelins urge his foaming Horfe, 

Or thro’ wide Plains with flaughter’d Foes o'erfpready, 
Purfue the noble Chafe by daring Wsliam lead. 
Ev'n William's Courage by this Stroke 1s try’d, 
Dejected only more when Mary dy'ds . 
Jn his fwoln Eyes his tender Grief appears, 
Tho’ ftill his Blood flows fooner than his Tears. 
~ How high, Great Sir, was our Expedtance raisd, | 
In Glo'/ter hoping, what in you we Prais‘d! 
Secure like Eden, tho’ defil’d with Sin, 
~ You was the Sword, and He the Cherubin. 
Who can enough the fatal Hour deteft, 
_ When that fair Body loft its fairer Guett, 
The World a Wonder, and our Annals more 
Than ever grac’d their fhining Leaves before ; 
The nobleft Family its fole Increafe, 
~The Land its prefent. Joy, and Pledge of future Peace? 
Sf a The 
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"The Fyrant whom wild Rage did once wane 
To with his Nation’ skall by one compendious Sttoke,’. 
Here had he Reign’d, and Gio'fer's Death beheld, ; 
Had feen his Hate without his Crime fulfill'd. (..> 
Whence was this lovely Morn fo foon o’er-caft?:” : : 
Was the choice Sabftance tag refin'd to laft? «5:7! 
_ Or have the Pow’'rs fome other Blow prepar'd,? of 
And therefore firft difarm’d us of our Guard? 
Or grudg ‘d they Albion her too wealthy Store?. . 
Or f{natch’ d the Son, t’ endear the Mother more? _ 
How does tlie Mother her loft Darling mourn, 
So near his ; Day of Birth from her Embraces. torn! 
Sadly fhe thinks on her vain Childbed Throes, = z 
With Pangs more lafting and more fharp than thofes “ 
She withes oft to fill his happier Place, eae | 
And Deathr fhews lovely i in her Glo fer’ Fa Face Taces, 7 
Dhro’ ev’ry Scene of Grief her Fi ancy flies, a, 


‘. Y 
both 


a Hany we ae 


| His living Hopes, and then his dying Cries: , an x ee 


aes oa od 
Cri 
; | : bide ies. . 
Pee preygiiw 3 PRS AS ect Sysop ay “2 f 4 Us 
he we Ne Z ~ vi Re +, 
s 
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' Cries difmal as were thofe (when Judgment fwept 

: From Egypt her Firft-born) by ev’ry Parent wept s 
As thofe which to the Jews by Foes diftrefs’d, 
Their Guardian Angels laft Farewel exprefs'd. 

O more by Sorrow now than Greatnefs known! 

O thou who wer't the Mother of a Son! 

Precious like him Heav'n to the Patriarch gave, 
Tho’ no kind Angel interpos'd to fave ¢ 
Your only J/aae from his ‘fudden Graves 

For his dear Lofs behold the Nation griev'd, 

If Sorrow be by Partnerfhip reliev’d; 

The Nation that your Sorrow too endures, 

Or might endure her own, but cannot yours. 

_ Then fpare your Tears, and {pare the Kingdom's too, 
Your Sex in Virtue foil’d, excel in Courage now, 
In Courage'which the World may worthy own 
Of Glo'fer’s Mother, and your future Throne. 

So may our Guardian Angel, that a while 
: Vouchfaf'd in G/o'fer's Shape to blefs our Ifle, 
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(Tho? now to: atigty Heav'h return'd again) fet h is 
But Heav’n will {till be kind whilft you refiainy: sy 
So may that Genius with a better doom,'. ene 
Once moreBe Cloath’d in Fléth'from yout: a 
And by refembling this firft heav'nly Boy; *+ 
Beguile your Melancholy into Joy: 

Such be his forward Wit, his beauteous Frathe,"! *: 
In all, but his‘untimely End, the fame’ ri} cor 
And when (but nee will bethat fatal Hour's_ a y | 
The Years your G/o'/er loft, ‘Heav’n will to'you te-' 
When long by publick Vows detain’d belows : | 

To wifhing Angels you at length fhall goy @: = 
Let him the Throne, adorn’d: by you, afcend,* 

And with juft Power the willing Ifle defends dat 
Compofe his Realm’s Divifions, heal its Wouftds; 
Revive its Valour, and enlarge its‘Boundsj “i: 1 
Brave as his Father, make:the World abe ation h 
And gently rule it, with his Mother's Sways! °¢7 
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A Prince like this to Britain’s Hopes is due, : 
For Britain hopes frefh Miracles to view, ¢ 
Remembring G/o’fer, and beholding you. 


ne 
To Mrs. E. C. on ber Birth-Day, Decem, 114 
To be Sung to Mufick. 
Ail! happy, happy Day! 7 
When firtt AMINTA faw the Light: 
May’ft thou be {till Serene and Gay 5 ae 
Let Pheous brighten ev’ry Ray» | “| 
And drive to Regions far away ai 
Each fullen Shade of Night. 
In. mildeft Glory let him rife, 
Fair as her lovely fparkling Eyes, 
To view his wide Commands 
Large as her vaft capacious Soul, 
Where Spheres of awful Graces roll | 
‘Steddy, as thofe in her:own native Skies, . 
oa Sth . ‘Let 
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Let'no'ftormy Winds arife, eee y 
Nor this happy Day moleft ea ote 5 : 

But all becalm, ‘and’ peaceful . as her Breall: Gon 


Borrow from the Spring one : fmiling Ray, | " = 
And chafe the rugged Winter quite away: <a | ~ 
Let each harmonious Sound falute her Ear, ; _ 
And vernal Zephyrs whifper thro the Airy . 7 7 

Soft as her Voice, or tuneful Hand, oe _ 
| And fweet 2 as s her own balmy Breath. . _ 


Te me—oe Day’ iui this inchanting FAI R 
Sink into the Arms of Death? PE OSRaE “i 
This lovely Form like conimon 1 Barth , i i A | 4 7 
And be at tan cold filets Chay 3° ~ SAE : 
Ah! imuft We ‘lofe fo fair a Light oe eee 
l#the dire Shades of ‘everlalting Night? 


Banifh the difmal Thought, and be 


aes t4atd 3, eu 


Cw r “os RA a Ny a 
From ehble'é foriiiting } Horrors free. | 
sam. “ ra : ‘ oo 2 - ; < . - 
. ea Sort Pasa) os ee: Se @ a! ae Ly, PS iy “i ah its ae ‘ : fa 
eres a pe : 


-_ oe ee ee 


_ »é ae 
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Tread in bright Virtue’s Paths, like her; 

And fhortly, when the joyful Trump fhall found; | 
To raife the Nations under Ground, | 
And wake the fleeping pious FAIR, 
Then brighter yet you'll {ee her rife, 

With gazing Angels mouhting up the ainiaal 
And fhine along Eternity. | 


To Mrs. M.M. Vth a Bough of an Orange-Tree. 


By Mr. Harrifon, of New-College, Oxon. 


ROM a warm Clime and gen'rous Soil 
E This Plant remov'd deludes our Toil,. 
Difdains what baff’d Art has done, _ 
And drooping, mourns the diftant Sun. 
Yet, Mira, near thy Bofom plac’d, | 
It fhall new Life, new Pleafure tafte, 
Sweets more than Nature gave, difpenfe, 


Nor lend thee Charms, but borrow thence. 
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poee the young Fruit thy. Power confefs, 
And love their, own Bermudes lefs;, | 
Tho’ all that we think bright and fair, 
Tho’ Paradife it felf be there. 
Ripen’d by thy aufpicious Eyes, 
And eager to beftow the Prize; 
For which thy matchlefs Beauties call, |. ‘ «4 
Each kindles to a golden Balls - _ 3 
Love's {miling Queen, whofe: tender Aid = 
Protects the Myrties fragrant Shade, 
Fore-knowing what thy Charms would be... 
Left to thy Choice this fairer Tree. 


To th SPRI N G. 
An INVOCATION. 
W ritten in the Perfon of Anacreon. — 
By LL. | 
fom: Phebus! Come away! 
Why d’ye make this long Delay ? 
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Hafte, and cloath our naked Fields; — 
Trip up youthful F/ora’s Heels; 

(But lay the Goddefs gently down, | 
You only know to give Green-Gown, ) 
Ruffle her, kifs her, make her glow 
With rofie Blufhes,—melt her Snow, ¢ 
And make her fairer Lillies grow. eS 

Oh! how I Languifh, how I Pine, 
To view the Tendrels of the Vine, ¢ 
The faithful Pledge of fprightly Winc! 

Methinks I hear the Women cry, 
That Sof grows Old as well as I: 
And almoft at fix thoufand Years, 
One might expe a few Grey Heirs. 

Affume the lufty Bridegroom’s Flame! 
Mount like a God! maintain your Fame ! 
And fhow us you have Power yet, — 
To put all Nature in a Sweat. 

Give 
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Give me raging Drought! for why > 

I long; I long! to be adry! 

With flowing Wine to quench my Thirft, | 

With greater Draught ! and greater Gut! 
Give me Rofie-Garlands too! 

Regale my Smell! adorn my Brow! 

To furnifh out Anacreon’s Feaft, | 

~ Love, and Wine will do the reft. 
Indulgent Venus all the Year 

Supplies her Poet with good Cheer. 

And Bacchus too is, under Ground 

In Grots and Caverns, to be found. 


Then, Phebus, let not Atheiftsfay, .  . 
You're lefs a Deity than they ; ¢ 


Affume the God! and come away. 


PASTO. 
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S P RIN G. 
_ The Firft Paftoral, 


OR 


DA M O N. 


Infcrib’'d to Sir WILLIAM TRUMBULL. 


Irft in thefe Fields I try the Sylvan Strains, 
F Nor blufh to fport on Wind/or’s blifsful Plains: 
Fair Thames flow gently from thy facred Spring, 
While on thy Banks Svez/ran Mufes fing ; 

Let Vernal Airs thro’ trembling Ofiers play, 
And Albion’s Clifts refound the Rural Lay. | 


You, that too Wife for Pride, too Good for Pow’r, 


Enjoy the Glory to be Great no mores 
Aaa 2 And 
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And carrying with you all the World can boaft, 
To all the World Iluftriouily are loft ! 

O let my Mufe her flender Reed infpire, 

‘Till in your Native Shades You tune the Lyre : 
So when the Nightingale to Reft removes, - . 
The Thruth may chant to the forfaken Groves, 
But, charmrd to Silence, liftens while She fings, 
And all th’ Aerial Audience clap their Wings, — 


Daphnis and Strephon to the Shades retir'd, 
Both warm’d by Love, and by the Mufe infpir’d ; 
Frefh as the Morn, and as the. Seafon fair, 

In flow’ry Vales they fed their fleecy Care; 

And while Aurora gilds the Mountain’s Side, 
Thus Daponjs {poke, and Strephon thus reply’d, | 
DAPHNIS. 

Hear how the Birds, on ev'ry bloomy Spray, 
With j joyous Mufick wake the dawning Day ! 


Why 
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Why fit we mute, when early Linnets fing, 
When warbling PAzlomel falutes the Spring ? 
Why fit we fad, when P4o/phor fhines fo clear, 
And lavifh Nature paints the Purple Year>? 

. STREPHON. 

Sing then, and Damon thall attend the Strains 
While yon flow Oxen turn the furtow’d Plain. , 
Here on green Banks the blufhing Vio’lets glow ; 
Here Weftern Winds on breathing Rofes blow. 

I'll ftake my Lamb that near the Fountain plays, 
And from the Brink his dancing Shade furveys. 
DAPHNITS. 

And I this Bow], where wanton Ivy twines, 
And fweliing Clufters bend the*curling Vines: 
Four Figures rifing from the Work appear, 

The various Seafons of the rowling Year; 
And what is That, which binds the Radiant Sky, 
Where twelve bright Signs in beauteous Order lye? 

| Aaa 3 DAMON. 
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DAMON. 

Then fing by turns, by turns the Mufes fing, 
Now Hawthorns bloffom, now the Daifies {pring,. 
Now Leaves the Trees,and Flow’rsadorn the Ground; . 
Begin, the Vales fhall Echo to the Sound. ° 

STREPHON. 
Infpire me Phebus, in my Pelsa’s Praife, 
With Waller’s Strains, or Granville's moving Lays ! 
A Milk-white Bull fhall at your Altars ftand, 
That threats a Fight, and fpurns the rifing Sand. 
DAPHNIS. 
O Love ! for Sy/via let me gain the Prize, 
And make my Tongue victorious as her Eyes; 
No Lambs or Sheep for Victims rl imparts 
Thy Victim, Love, fhall be the Shepherd’s Heart. . 
STREPHON. | 
Me gentle De/za beckons from the Plain, 


Then hid in Shades, eludes her eager Swain; 


But. 
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But feigns a Laugh, to fee me fearch around, — 
And by that Laugh the willing Fair is found. 
DAPHNIS. 

The fprightly Sy/vse trips along the Greens 
She runs, but hopes fhe does not run unfeen, 
While a kind Glance at her Purfuer flies, 

How much at variance are her Feet and Eyes ! 
STREPHON. 

O’er Golden Sands let rich Peéfolus flow, 
And Trees weep Amber on the Banks of Po; 
Bleft Thames’s Shores the brighteft Beauties yield, 
Feed here my Lambs, I'll feek no diftant Field. 

DAPHNIS. 

Celeftial Venus haunts Idalse's Groves, 
Diana Cynthus, Ceres Hybla loves; 

If Windfor-Shades delight the matchlefs Maid, 
Cynthus and Hyble yield to Windfor-Shade. 


Aaa4 STRE. 
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STREPHON. | 

All. Nature mourns, the Skies relent in Show’rs, 
Huth’d are the Birds,and clos’d the drooping Flow’rs; 
If Delia {mile, the Flow’rs begin to {pring, 
The Skies to brighten, and the Birds to fing. 

DAPHANIS. 

All Nature laughs,the Groves frefh Honours wear, 
The Sun's mild Luftré warms the vital Air ; 
If Sylvia {mile, new Glories gild the Shore, 
_ And vanquilh’d Nature feems to charm no more. _ 
ST REPHON. 

In Spring the Fields,. in; Autumn Hills I love, 
At Morn the Plains, at Noon the fhady Groves 
But Delia always; forc'd from Deha’s Sight, 
Nor Plains at Morn, nor Groves at. Noon delight. | 

DAPHNIS. . 

Sylvia's like Autumn ripe, yet mild as May, 
More bright than Noon, yet frefh as early Days 

| Ev'n 
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Ev’n Spring difpleafes, when fhe fhines not here, 
But bleft with her, *tis Spring throughout the Year. 

STREPHON. 
Say Shepherd, fay, in what glad Soil appears 
A wondrous Tree that Sacred Monarchs bears > 
Tell me but thisy and I'l difclaim the Prize, 
And give the Conqueft to thy Sy/via’s Eyes.: 
DAPHNIS. 
Nay tell me firft, in what more happy Fields 
The TA:fle {prings, to which the L#/y yields > 
_ And then a nobler Prize I will refign, 
For Sy/via, charming Sy/via thall be thine. 
DAMON. 
Ceafe to contend, for (“Daphnis) I decree 
The Bowl to Strephon, and the Lamb to thee: 
Bleft Swains, whofe Nymphs inev’ry Grace excell ; 
Bleft N ymphs,whofe Swainsthofe Graces fing fo well! 


* Now 
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Now rife, and hafte to yonder Woodbine Bow’rs, 
A foft Retreat from fudden vernal Show’rs .; 

The Turf with rural Dainties fhall be Crown'd, 

_ While opening Blooms diffufe their Sweets around. 
For fee | the gath’ring Flocks to Shelter tend, 

And from the P/eiads fruitful Show’rs defcend. 


SU 
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SUMMER. 


Lhe Second Paftoral, 


OR 


ALEXIS 


Faithful Swain, whom Love had taught to fing, 
Bewail'd his Fate pefide a filver Spring 5. 
Where gentle Thames his winding Waters leads 
Thro’ verdant Forefts, and thro’ flow’ry Meads. 
There while he mourn’d, the Streams forgot to flows 
The Flocks around a dumb Compaffion fhow, 
The Naiads’ wept in ev'ry Watry Bow’ 
And Jove confentcd in a filent Show’r. 
Accept 
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Accept, O Garth, the Mufe’s early Lays, 
That adds this Wreath of Ivy to thy Bays s 
Hear what from Love unpractis’d Hearts endure, 


From Love, the fole Difeafe thou carift not cure f 


“Ye fhady Beeches, and ye cooling Streams, 
Defence from Phebus, not from Cupia’s Beams; 
To youl mourns; nor to the Deaf I fing, 

The Woods thall anfwers and their Echo ring. 
Ev'n Hills and Rocks attend my doleful Lay, 
Why art thou prouder and more hard than fhey > 
The bleating Sheep with my Complaints agree, 
They parch’d with Heat, and I inflam’d by thee. 
The fultry Sirius burns the thirfty Plains, 

While in thy Heart Eternal Winter reigns. 


- Where 


~ 
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Where are ye Mufes, in what Lawn or Grove, 
While your Alexis pines in hopelefs Love > 
In thofe fair Fields where Sacred J/is glides, 
Or elfe where Cam his winding Vales divides? 
As in the Cryftal Spring I view my Face, 
Frefh rifing Blufhes paint the watry Glafs ; | 
But fince thofe Graces pleafe thy Sight no more, 
I'll thun the Fountains which I fought before. 
Once I was skill’d in ev'ry Herb that grew, 
And ev'ry Plant that drinks the Morning Dew ; 
Ah wretched Shepherd, what avails thy Art, 
To cure thy Lambs, but not to heal thy Heart ! 


Let other Swains attend the Rural Care, 
Feed fairer Flocks, or richer Fleeces fhare ; . 
But nigh that Mountain let me tune my Lays, 


-imbrace my Love, and bind my Brows with Bays. 


‘That 
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That Flute is mine which Colim’s tuneful Breath 
Infpir’d when living, and bequeath’d in Death; 
He faid; Alexis, take this Pipes the {fame 

That taught the Groves my Ro/alinda’s Name--- 
Yet foon the Reeds fhall hang on yonder Tree, : 
For ever filent, fince defpis’d by thee. 

O were I made by fome transforming Pow’r, 
The Captive Bird that fings within thy Bow’r ! 
Then might my Voice thy liff'ning Ears employ, 
And I thofe Kifles he receives, enjoy. 


And yet my Numbers pleafe the rural Throng, 
Rough Satyrs dance, and Pan applauds the Song ; 
The Nymphs forfaking ev'ry Cave and Spring, 
Their early Fruit, and milk-white Turtles bring; 
_ Each am’rous Nymph prefers her Gifts in vain, 


On you their Gifts are all beftow’d again ! 


For 
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For you the Swains the faireft Flow’rs defign, 
And in one Garland all their Beauties join ; 
Accept the Wreath which You deferve alone, 
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In whom all Beauties are compriz’d in One. 


See what Delights in Sylvan Scenes appear ! 
Defcending Gods have found E/y/ium here. 
In Woods bright Venus with Adonis ftray’d, 
And chaft Diana haunts the Foreft Shade. 
Come lovely Nymph, and blefs the filent Hours, 
When Swains from Sheering feck their nightly Bow’rs; 
When weary Reapers quit the fultry Field, _ 
And crown’d with Corn, their Thanks to Ceres yield. 
This harmlefs Grove no lurking Viper hides, 
But in my Breaft the Serpent Love abides. 
Here Bees from Bloffoms fip the rofie Dew, 


But your 4/xis knows no Sweet but you. 


Some 
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“Some God conduct you to thefe blifsful Seats; 

The moflie Fountains, and the Green Retreats:! | 
Where-e’er you walk, cool Gales fhall fan the Glade, 
_ Trees, where you fit, thall crowd into a Shade, 
Where-e’er you tread, the blufhing Flow’rs fhall rife, 
And all things flourith where you turn your Eyes. 
Ch! how I long with you to pafs my Days, | 
Invoke the Mufes, and refound your Praifes — 
Your Praife the Birds thalt chant i in evry Grove, 
And Winds thall waft it to the Pow'rs above. 

But wou'd you fing; and rival Orpheus Strain, 

| The wondring Forefts foon ‘fhou'd dance agains 

The moving Mountains hear the pow rful Call, © 

And headlong Streams hang basing in their Fall! 


‘But fee ie Shepherds fhun the Noon-day Heats 


The lowing Herds to murm'ring Brooks retreat, 


( 
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To clofer Shades the panting Flocks remove, _ 
_ Ye Gods! and is there 110 Relief for Love? > - 
‘But foon the Sun with milder Rays defcends. 
Fo the cool Ocean, where his Journey _ 
On me Love’s fiercer Flames for ever preys 
By Night he fcorches, as he burns by Day. 
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“The Third Paforal, 


: O R- 

HY LAS and AGON. 
To W. W YCHERLEY, EFfas 

Eneath the Shade a fpreading Beech difplayss 

Hylas and ev gor fang their Rural -Layss 

| To whofe Complaints the lift’ning Forefts bend, 


While one his Miftrefs mourns, and one his Friends | 


Ye Mantuan Nymphs, your facred Succour bring » 
ix and C/E gon’s Rural mie I fing. 


icf < 


we 


Thou, whom the Nine with Plestas’ Wit infpe 


| The Art of Terence, and Menander's Fire s 


we 
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Whofe Senfe inftrués us, and whofe Humour charms, 
Whofe Judgment {ways us,and whofeRapture warms! 
Attend the Mufe, tho’ low her Numbers be, 

She fings of Friendfhip, and the fings to thee. 


The fetting Sun now fhone ferenely bright, 
And fleecy Clouds were ftreak’d with Purple Light; 
When tuneful’ Hy/as with melodious Moan © 


Taught Rocks to weep,and made the Mountains groan. 


Go gentle Gales, and bear my Sighs away ! 
To Thyrfis Ear the tender Notes convey ! 
As fome fad Turtle his loft Love deplores, 
And with deep Murmurs fills the founding Shores; 
Thus, far from Thyrfs, to the Winds I mourn, 
Alike unheard, unpity’d, and forlorn. ; 


s Bobb: Go 


Cd 
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"Go gentle Gales, and bear my Sighs along ! 


For him the feather’d Quires negled their Song 5 $ 


For him the Lymes their pleafing Shades deny ; 
For him the Lillies hang their heads and dye. 
Ye Flow’rs that droop, forfaken by the Spring; 
Ye Birds, that left by Summer, ceafe to fing, 


Ye Trees that fade when Autumn- Heats remove, 


Say, is. not Abfence Death to thofe who love 2 


Go gentle Gales, and bear my Sighs away ! 


Curs’d be the Fields that caufe 2 Thyrfts’ Stay : 


Fade ev’ry Bloflom, wither. ev ry Treey 

Dye ev'ry Flow’r, and perifh All, but He. 
What have I faid >—where-e’er my Thyrfis s fics, 
Let Spring attend, and fudden Flow’rs arife ; 
Let opening Rofes knotted Oaks adorn, - 
And liquid Amber drop from ev'ry Thorn. | 


Go 


Ne a lige eee wooo 
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Go gentle Gales, and bear my Sighs along! 
The Birds fhall ceafe to tune their Ev’ning Song, 
The Winds to breathe, the waving Woods to move, 
And Streams to murmur, e'er I ceafe to love. 
Nor bubling Fountains to the thirfty Swain, 
Not balmy Sleep to Lab’rers faint with Pain, 
Not Show’rs to Larks, nor Sunthine to the Bee, 
Are half fo charming as thy Sight to me. 


Go gentle Gales, and bear my Sighs away ! 
Come Thyrfis, come, ah why this long Delay ? 
Thro’ Rocks and Caves the Nameof TAyr/is founds; 
Thyrfis, each Cave and ecchojng Rock rebounds. 

Ye Pow’rss what pleafing Frenfie fooths my Mind ! 
Do Lovers dream, or is ny Shepherd kind ? 
He comes, my Shepherd comes!--now ceafe my Lays. 
And ceafe ye Gales to bear my Sighs away ! 

Bbb 3 Next 
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Niste Zeon fung,while Windfor Groves admir'd ; | 


Rehearfe, ye Mufes, what your felves infpir'd. 


Refound ye Hills, refound my mournful Strain 
OF perjur’d Doris, dying I'll complain: ~ 
Here where the Mountains lefs’ ning as they rife, 
Lofe tlie low Vales, and fteal i into the Skies. 
While Jab’ring | Oxen, f pent with Toil and Heat, | 
In their loofe Traces from the F ield retreat 5 

While curling Smokes frora Village- Tops are e feen, 

| And the fleet. os hades glide Q’ er en dusky G Green. | 


- Refound ye Hills, refound my mournfil (Lay [ 
Beneath yon Poplar oft we pat the Day: 7 
Oft on the Rind I carv'd her Amrrous Vows,’ 

While She with Garlands 9 grac ‘d the bending Boughs 
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The Garlands fade, the Vows are worn away; _ 
So dies her Love, and fo my Hopes decay. 


Refound ye Hills, refound my mournful Strain! 
Now bright 4rGurus glads the teeming Grain, 
Now Golden Fruits on loaded Branches thines 
And grateful Clufters {well with floods of Wine , 
Now blufhing Berries paint the fertile Grove ; 
Juit Gods ! fhall all things yield Returns but Love? 


Refound ye Hills, refound my mournful Lay ! 
The Shepherds cry, ‘* Thy Flocks are left a Prey--- 
Ah ! what avails it me, the Flocks to keep 
Who loft my Heart while I preferv’d my Sheep. 
Pan came, andask’d, what Magick caus’d my Smart, 
Or what J Eyes malignant Glances dart? ; 
Whar Eyes but hers, alas, have Pow’r on me | 

“Oh mighty Love, what Magick is like thee ! . 
Bbb 4 Refound 
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Refound ye Hills, refound my mournful Strains! 

‘Til fly fron Shepherds, Flocks, and flow'ry Plains. b—— 
From Shepherds, Flocks, and Plains, Lmay removes | 
Forfake Mankind, and all the World —but Love! 

‘I know thee Love ! wild as.the raging Main, | 
More fell than Tygers on the Lybian Plain; -_ 
Thou wert from «£twa’s burning Entrailstorn, 

Got by fierce’ Whirlwirids, and in Thunder born? 


| 
Refound ye Hills, refound my mournful Lay ! | 
Farewell ye Woods ! adieu the Light of Day! — | 
One Leap from yonder Cliff ‘thall end my’ Pains. | 
No more ye Hills, no more refourid-‘my Strains! - | 
_ Thusfung the Shepherds till th'Approach of Night, | 
The Skies yet blufhing with departing Light,  - 
| When falling Dews with Spangles deck’d the Glade, | 
And the low Sun had lengthen’d ev'ry Shade. 
, ; WIN: 
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WINTE R. 


The Fourth Paftoral, 
és 


D- AL P HN E 


To the Memory of a Fair Young Lapy. 


LIYCIDAS. 
Hyrfis, the Mufick of that murm’ring Spring 
Is not fo mournful as the Strains you fing, 
Nor Rivers winding thro’ the Vales below, 
So {weetly warble, or-fo {moothly flow. 
Now fleeping Flocks on their foft Fleeces lye, 
The Moon, ferene in Glory, mounts the Sky, 
While 
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While filent Birds forget their tuneful Lays, 
Oh, fing of daisies Fate, —— Praife ! 
THIYRSIS. 


| Behold the Hives that fhine with. filver Eroft, | 


Their Beauty wither'd, and their Verdure fof. : 
~ Here hall I try the fweet Alexis’ Strains 
That call’'d the lining Dryads to the Plain? | 


Thames heard the Numbers as he flow'd:along, . 


And bade his Willows learn the moving Song. 
LYCIDAS. 
So may kind Rains their vital Moifture yield, 
And fwel] the future Harveft of thy. Field! 7 
Begin , this Charge the dying Daphne Aves, - . 


And {aid ; ‘* Ye Shepherds, fing around, amy Grave, 


Sing, while befide the fhaded Tomb I mourn, 
And with frefh. Bays her Rural Shrine adorn. 
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TATRSIS. 

Ye gentle Ma/es leave your Cryftal Spring, 
Let Nympbs and Sy/vans Cyprefs Garlands bring; 
Ye weeping Loves, the Stream with Myrtles hide, 
And break your Bows, as when Adonis dy'ds 
And with your Golden Darts, now ufclefs grown, 
_ Infcribe a Verfe on this relenting Stone : 
‘> Let Naturechange, let Heav’n and Earth deplore, 


«© Fair Daphne's dead, and Love is now no more!. 


‘Tis done, and Nature’s various Charms decay ; 
See gloomy Clouds obfcure the chearful Day! 
Now hung iwith Pearls the dropping Trees appears 
Their faded Honours fcatter’d on her Bier. 
See, where oni Earth the flow’ry Glortes Jyes 
W ith her they flourifh’d, and with her they dye. 
Ah what avail the Beauties Nature wore ? 
Fair Daphne's dead, and Beauty’s now no more ! 

| For 
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For her, the Flocks refufe their verdant Food, 
Nor thirfty Heifers feek the gliding Flood. 
The filver Swans her haplefs Fate bemoans | 
In fadder Notes than when they fing their own. - 
Ezcho no more the rural Song rebounds, : _ 
Her Name alone the mournful Eceho founds, - 
Her Name with Pleafure once fhe taught the Shore, 


Now Daphne's dead, and Pleafure is no more Le 


No gratefull Dews de{cend from Ev'ning Skies, 
Nor Morning Odours from the Flow’rs arife. 
No rich Perfumes refrefh the fruitful Field, | | 
Nor fragrant Herbs their native Incenfe yield. a 
The balmy Zephyrs, filent fince her Death, 
Lament the Ceafing of a fweeter Breath. 
Th’ induftrious Bees negleét their Golden Stores “; 
Fair Daphne’s dead, and Sweetnefs is no more | 
| No 
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_' Nomore the mounting Larks, while Daphne fings, 
Shall lift’ning in mid Air fufpend their Wings; 

No more the Nightingales repeat her Lays, 

Or hufh’d with Wonder, hearken from the Sprays:. 
No more the Streams their Murmurs hall forbear, 
A {weeter Mufick than their own to hear, 

But tell the Reeds, and tell the vocal Shore, 

Fair Daphne’s dead, and Mufick is no more ! 


Her Fate is whifper’d by the gentle Breeze, 
And told in Sighs to all the trembling Trees 
The trembling Trees, in ev'ry Plain and Wood, 
Her Fate remurmur to the filver Flood; 
The filver Flood, fo lately calm, appears 
Swell’d with new Paffion, and o’erflows with Tears; 
The Winds and Trees and Floods her Death deplore, 
Daphne, our Grief ! our Glory now no more ! 

§ But 
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But fee! where Daphnewondring mounts on high, 
Above the Clouds, above the Starry Sky. 
Eternal Beautiés grace the fhining Scene, . - *” 
Fields ever frefh, and Groves for ever green! -: - 
| There, while You reft in dmarenthine Bow'rsy. 2 
Or from thofe Meads fele@ unfading Flow'rs, «> 
Behold us kindly who your Name implores: -.* 


‘Daphne, our Goddefs, and our Grief no mere { 


LYICIDAS. 

How all things liften, while thy Mufe complains! 
Such Silence waits on Philomela’s Strains, - 
In fome ftill Ev’ ning, when the whifp ring Breeze 
Pants on the Leaves, and dies upon the Trees. | 
To thee, bright Goddefs, oft a Lamb fhall bleed, 
If teeming Ewes encreafe my fleecy Breed. 
While Plants their Shade,orF low'rs theirOdours give, 
Thy Name, thy Honour, and thy Praife fhall live! 

T HT R- 
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THIRSIS. 
| See pale Orion fheds unwholfome Dews, 
Arife, the Pines a noxious Shade diffufe ; 
Sharp Boreas blows, and Nature feels Decay, 

Time conquers All, and We muft Time obey. 
Adieu ye Vales, ye Mountains, Streams and Groves, 
Adieu ye Shepherds rural Lays and Loves, 

Adieu my Flocks, farewell ye Sy/vaz Crew, 
Daphne farewell, and all the World adieu ! 
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